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IN    FAR    LOCHABER. 


CHAPTER   I. 

IN    FETTERS. 

Kirk  o'  Shields,  a  small  town  in  Lanark- 
shire, that  all  the  week  long  was  a  roaring 
pandemonium  of  noise  and  fire  and  steam 
— engines  shrieking,  boiler-works  hammer- 
ing, blasts  and  furnaces  belching  forth  red 
flame  into  the  heavy,  smoke-laden  atmo- 
sphere— sank  of  a  Sunday  into  a  sudden 
and  unnatural  quiet,  that  seemed  to  deepen 
and  deepen  as  the  slow  hours  of  the  after- 
noon dragged  by  and  darkness  and  the 
night  came  down.     And  nowhere  was  the 
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silence  more  marked  and  impressive  than 

in  the  Minister's  parlour,  whence  all  worldly 

thoughts    and    cares    and    interests    were 

supposed  to  be  scrupulously  banished,  and 

the  evening,  after  the    active    services   of 

the  day,  given  over  to  silent  reading  and 

meditation.      On   this    particular   Sabbath 

night   there   were   three    persons    in    the 

hushed  little  room,   all  of  them   absorbed 

in  their  pious  task  ;  and  not  a  sound  was 

audible  beyond  the  occasional  turning  over 

of  a  leaf,  or  perhaps  (for  human  nature  is 

frail,   and   the   time    passed    slowly)   a   bit 

of  a  half-concealed  sigh  from   one  of  the 

girls.       The   Minister  himself  sat    in   the 

big  easy-chair  by  the  fire-place,  the  family 

Bible  spread  open  on  his  knees,  his  head 

slightly  inclined   forward,   his    two    hands 

partly  supporting   the  ponderous  volume. 

He  was  rather  a  small  man,  of  pronounced 

and    stern    features  ;    his   forehead   deeply 

lined  ;  his  dark  gray  eyes,  set  under  bushy 


IN    FETTERS.  3 

eyebrows,  usually  expressing  a  profound 
and  habitual  melancholy,  though  at  times 
they  were  capable  of  flashing  forth  a  fire 
of  resentment  or  indignation.  Suffering 
had  left  its  traces  on  this  worn  and  furrowed 
face,  but  the  resignation  of  the  Christian 
was  there  as  well.  If  the  heavy  brows, 
the  keen  nostrils,  the  strong  upper  lip  and 
still  stronger  under  lip,  showed  determina- 
tion, not  to  say  doggedness,  of  will,  the 
deep-set,  unutterably  sad  gray  eyes  were 
those  of  a  man  who  had  come  through 
much  tribulation,  and  had  brought  himself 
to  accept  these  trials  as  the  discipline  of 
an  all-wise  and  all-merciful  Father. 

Of  the  two  daughters  who  were  seated 
at  the  table,  both  with  books  before  them, 
the  elder,  Alison  by  name,  was  a  young 
woman  of  eighteen  or  nineteen,  of  pale 
complexion,  clear  gray  eyes  with  dark  eye- 
lashes, and  smoothly  braided  dark  brown 
hair.     A  calm  intellio-ence  and  a  sufficient 
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self-possession  were  visible  in  her  shapely 
forehead  and  well-cut  mouth  ;  but  at  this 
moment  the  ordinary  bright  and  friendly 
scrutiny  of  her  eyes  had  given  way  to  an 
absent  look  as  she  leaned  forward  over 
her  reading.  Perhaps  she  saw  but  little 
of  the  printed  page  before  her.  In  church 
that  morning,  after  the  introductory  psalm 
had  been  sung,  the  Minister  had  advanced 
to  the  front  of  the  pulpit  and  made  the 
brief  announcement :  "  The  prayers  of  this 
congregation  are  requested  for  a  young 
woman  about  to  enter  upon  a  long  jour- 
ney ; "  and  the  protracted  and  earnest  and 
curiously  personal  appeal  that  followed 
for  Divine  protection  and  loving-kindness 
and  guardianship  was  known  by  all  the 
people  present  to  be  made  on  behalf  of 
the  Minister's  own  daughter,  Alison  Blair. 
And  now,  despite  the  strict  exclusion  of 
all  worldly  things  from  the  meditations  of 
the  Sabbath  evening,  perhaps  there  were 
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visions  before  those  mild,  clear,  calm  gray 
eyes.  On  the  morrow  Alison  Blair  was 
going  away  into  an  unknown  country. 

The  younger  sister,  Agnes,  was  of  the 
same  complexion  as  Alison,  but  there  was 
less  decision  of  character  in  her  refined 
and  gentle  face.  Her  large  eyes  were 
wistful,  the  mouth  sensitive  even  to  sad- 
ness, and  her  delicate  features  looked  all 
the  more  ethereal  that  they  were  set  about 
by  faintly  straw-coloured  hair  that  even 
sunlight  could  hardly  have  made  to  shimmer 
into  gold.  And  if  in  this  noiseless  small 
room  there  were  visions  also  before  her 
eyes,  they  were  visions  of  no  earthly 
country  or  earthly  pilgrimage.  Her 
favourite  reading  was  the  Book  of  Reve- 
lation, and  she  did  not  tire  of  it ;  for 
where  was  the  limit  to  her  far-reaching 
dreams  of  the  new  heaven  and  the  new 
earth,  the  Holy  City,  the  New  Jerusalem, 
prepared    as    a    bride    adorned    for    her 
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husband  ?  Nay,  in  this  profound  stillness 
could  she  not  hear  some  distant  murmur, 
as  cominor  from  the  wide  and  wonderful 
spaces  that  were  visible  to  her  mental 
eyes  ?  On  these  Sabbath  evenings  Kirk 
o'  Shields  lay  silent  in  the  darkness,  as  if 
stricken  by  the  hand  of  death.  But  in  the 
mystical  and  shining  far  regions  that  she 
beheld,  were  there  no  sounds  that  could 
come  faintly  towards  an  intently  listening 
ear,  across  the  starlit  deeps  of  the  sky  ? 
*'  And  I  heard  as  it  were  the  voice  of  a 
great  multitude,  and  as  the  voice  of  many 
waters,  and  as  the  voice  of  mighty  thunder- 
ings,  saying,  Alleluia  :  for  the  Lord  God 
Omnipotent  reigneth.  Let  us  be  glad  and 
rejoice,  and  give  honour  to  him  :  for  the 
marriage  of  the  Lamb  is  come,  and  his 
wife  hath  made  herself  ready.  And  to  her 
was  granted  that  she  should  be  arrayed 
in  fine  linen,  clean  and  white  :  for  the  fine 
linen  is  the  righteousness  of  saints."     Kirk 
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o'  Shields,  and  all  its  squalor  and  din  and 
wretchedness,  were  forgotten  in  these 
entranced  dreams ;  she  beheld  a  great 
multitude,  arrayed  in  shining  robes,  and 
singing,  as  it  were,  a  new  song.  "  And 
they  sung  as  it  were  a  new  song  before 
the  throne,  and  before  the  four  beasts,  and 
the  elders :  and  no  man  could  learn  that 
song  but  the  hundred  and  forty  and  four 
thousand,  which  were  redeemed  from  the 
earth."  And  in  her  fanciful  way  she 
listened,  and  still  listened,  and  seemed  to 
hear,  as  the  hushed  half-hours  went  by. 

''Alison,"  said  the  Minister,  happening 
to  look  up,  "  what  book  is  that  ye're 
reading  ? " 

The  sudden  breaking  of  the  deep  silence 
startled  the  girl,  but  she  answered  the 
question,  naming  a  well-known  Sunday 
magazine,  a  bound  volume  of  which  lay 
before  her  on  the  table. 

''  I  thought  as  much,"  said  the  Minister, 
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with  a  brief  sigh  of  resignation,  and  he 
returned  to  his  Bible. 

But  the  next  moment  he  had  looked  up 
again,  and  in  the  deep-set  gray  eyes  there 
was  an  angry  glow  of  indignation. 

"  And  a  fine  thing  it  is,"  he  said,  with  a 
resentment  that  was  none  the  less  bitter 
that  it  was  uttered  in  slow  and  measured 
tones — "  a  fine  thing  it  Is  to  bring  novels 
and  romances  Into  a  God-fearing  family 
under  the  guise  of  reading  fitted  for  the 
Sabbath-day — ay,  and  ministers  of  the 
Gospel  not  ashamed  to  lend  their  names  to 
such  a  practice.  But  the  Enemy  of  Man- 
kind has  Inseedious  ways  and  means  ;  he'll 
take  servants  where  he  can  get  them,  even 
if  they're  just  come  down  from  the  pulpit ; 
and  little  does  the  Reverend  This  or  the 
Reverend  That  think  whose  work  he  Is 
about  when  he  Is  passing  perneeclous  and 
soul-destroying  leeterature  into  honest 
households.       It's    not    enough    that    the 
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frivolous  and  idle  and  worldly  should  steep 
their  minds  in  that  poison  ;  the  remnant 
of  Israel,  that  have  been  trying  to  keep 
the  Lord's  Day  pure  and  sanctified  to  His 
name,  they  must  be  induced  to  drink  also, 
and  by  his  own  appointed  servants.  His 
servants  ?  the  Devil's  servants  I  call  them  : 
purveyors  of  lying,  what  else  can  they  be  ? 
The  worship  of  lying — that  is  a  strange 
worship  to  be  seen  among  men.  And 
look  at  the  altars  the  poor,  blind,  deluded 
creatures  are  proud  to  raise  !  Look  at  the 
monument  in  Prince's  Street  of  Edinburgh, 
and  the  monument  in  George's  Square  in 
Glasgow,  to  the  Great  Liar  !  Grand 
monuments  they  are — braw  monuments 
they  are — raising  their  tall  columns  into  the 
skies,  and  saying  to  every  one  that  passes 
by,  '  This  is  the  man  the  nation  delighteth 
to  honour  ! '  Honour  for  the  Greatest  Liar 
— that  is  the  new  worship  on  the  face  of 
God's  earth.      But  of  one  thing,  lass,  you 
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may  be  sure — that  when  the  Lord's  perse- 
cuted people  were  being  driven  from  moor 
to  moss,  and  from  glen  to  hill-side,  scat- 
tered here  and  hewn  down  there  by  the 
bloody  dragoons — scarcely  daring  to  lift 
up  their  voices  in  prayer  and  supplication 
lest  their  pursuers  should  overtake  and 
overwhelm  them— they  little  thought  or 
cared  whether  they  should  be  made  a  by- 
word and  a  jest  for  the  amusement  of  the 
Edinburgh  lawyers  and  their  fine  leddies 
and  misses.  They  knew  that  the  flame  in 
their  hearts  was  of  the  Lord's  kindling  ; 
they  knew  that  their  blood,  spilt  on  the 
heather,  would  not  be  spilt  in  vain.  The 
Scotland  of  this  day  is  a  degenerate 
country  surely  if  she  doesna  bethink  her 
of  what  she  owes  to  the  martyrs  of  the 
Covenant."  He  paused  for  a  second  or 
two ;  his  eyes  lost  their  fire  and  resumed 
their  ordinary  expression  of  profound  and 
resigned   sadness.     ''And  yet   I  wonder," 
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he  said,  slowly,  "  what  old  Adam  Blair  of 
Moss-end  would  have  thought  if  he  could 
have  foreseen  the  time  when  preachers  of 
the  Gospel,  ordained  ministers  of  the  Church 
of  Christ,  would  connive  at  making  novel- 
reading  a  pastime  in  believing  families — 
ay,  and  what  he  would  have  thought  could 
he  have  foreseen  one  of  his  own  name  and 
lineage  busy  with  such  work  on  a  Sabbath 
eveninof." 

"  I  was  not  reading  the  story,  father," 
Alison  said  gently;  ''  but  I  will  go  and  get 
another  book," 

Softly  she  stole  away  to  her  own  little 
room  upstairs.  She  had  no  need  of  any 
light ;  a  dull  red  glow — a  pulsating  red 
glow,  waxing  and  waning  in  fitful  flushes 
— shone  through  the  brown  blind  of  the 
solitary  window.  In  former  years  every 
house-window  in  Kirk  o'  Shields,  as  in 
most  other  Scotch  towns,  had  its  blind 
thus    drawn    down    all    day    long   on    the 
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Sabbath,  as  a  matter  of  ordinary  decorum  ; 
but  this  observance  has  now  almost  entirely 
disappeared  ;  only  here  and  there  a  re- 
specter of  other  days — a  minister,  or  elder, 
or  church  officer,  or  the  like — tenaciously 
clings  to  the  old  custom.  And  of  course 
the  Rev.  Ebenezer  Blair  was  among  these. 
He  belonged  to  the  famous  family  of  the 
Blairs  of  Moss-end,  who  had  borne  their 
testimony  in  troublous  times,  and  had 
achieved  great  honour  in  these  parts  ;  and 
in  all  things,  even  in  the  smallest,  Ebenezer 
Blair  was  content  to  walk  in  the  footsteps 
of  his  forefathers,  whatever  might  be  the 
changing  fashion  of  his  neighbours  or 
friends. 

x^lison  easily  found  the  volume  that  she 
sought ;  but  before  returning  to  the  room 
below,  she  went  to  the  window,  and  put 
the  blind  aside  a  few  inches,  and  looked 
out.  Those  red  flames  of  the  iron-works, 
now    flashing    up    into    the    darkness    of 
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the  nlo^ht,  and  sendino^  a  swift  crimson 
glow  along  the  chimneys  and  slates  of  the 
opposite  houses,  had  always  had  for  her 
a  singular  fascination.  Perhaps  it  was  that 
they  formed  the  one  beautiful  thing,  the  one 
beautiful  piece  of  colour,  visible  in  the 
murky  atmosphere  that  hung  over  Kirk 
o'  Shields  from  week's  end  to  week's  end. 
In  the  daytime  the  flames  were  of  an 
orange  hue  —  lambent  tiger-lilies  she 
thought  they  were,  shining  afar  amid  that 
melancholy  waste  of  gray ;  but  at  night 
they  changed  to  crimson,  and  she  could 
imagine  them  to  be  the  fires  of  great 
altars,  fed  from  unknown  depths,  and 
leaping  with  their  sudden,  resplendent 
stag-horns  of  light  into  the  black  skies 
overhead.  Silent  and  beautiful  they  were  ; 
not  fierce  in  any  way  ;  the  quick  rose-flush 
that  lit  up  the  slates  and  the  chimneys 
seemed  a  friendly  thing ;  the  night  was 
made   less    lonely.     Was    this    a    farewell 
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look,  then  ?  To-morrow  she  would  be 
leaving  those  giant,  silent,  beautiful  altar- 
flames  far  behind. 

At  random — for  what  few  books  were  in 
the  room  were  all  of  a  religious  cast — she 
had  taken  a  volume  from  the  top  of  a 
chest  of  drawers,  and  it  was  not  until  she 
returned  to  her  place  in  the  parlour  below 
that  she  discovered  what  she  had  done. 
She  had  unwittingly  brought  with  her  the 
book  of  all  the  books  in  the  house  that  she 
most  dreaded — to  wit,  Paley's  "  Evidences 
of  Christianity."  There  was  a  Free  Library 
in  Kirk  o'  Shields  ;  Alison  Blair  had  the 
curiosity  naturally  accompanying  a  mind  at 
once  acute  and  intrepid ;  little  did  her 
friends  and  acquaintances,  still  less  her 
own  immediate  relatives,  imagine  how 
familiar  she  was  with,  and  how  eagerly 
she  followed,  the  new  speculations, 
problems,  theories  of  these  later  times. 
Darwin,    Huxley,    Spencer   were    to    her 
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more    than    mere    names    and    echoes    of 
names.     But  even  to  her  all  this  modern 
intellectual  movement  was  in  a  manner  a 
distant  thing  ;  it  seemed  to  be  happening 
in  some  other  planet  ;  it  had  no  relation  to 
the  actual  facts  of  her  own  life.     She  could 
read  an  article  on  the  Mosaic  account  of 
creation  without  seriously  feeling  that  the 
authority  of  Scripture  was  being  impugned. 
It  was  something  that  interested  her  in  a 
vague   kind  of  way,  this  discussion  going 
on  in  that  distant  realm  ;   in  nowise  did  it 
seem    to    affect    the    assured    and   abiding 
faith  in  revelation  that  she  held  in  common 
with  the  people  among  whom   she  dwelt. 
To  them  this  certain  faith  was  all  in  all ;  it 
was  their  one  possession — a  heavenly  as 
well  as  an  earthl)^  possession  ;   holding  fast 
by  that,   the  poorest  of  them  were  richer 
than  princes  or  kings  ;  death  had  no  sting 
for  them,  hell  no  terrors  ;    an   everlasting 
crown  was   before  them  ;    washed    in  the 
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blood  of  the  Lamb,  and  made  white  as 
snow,  they  would  pass  Into  the  joy  of  their 
Lord.  In  works  (as  they  were  never  tired 
of  insisting  to  each  other)  there  was  no 
virtue  ;  works  were  carnal,  and  a  snare  to 
the  soul ;  In  faith  alone  was  saving  grace  ; 
and  how,  Alison  might  have  asked  herself, 
could  these  poor  people  around  her,  whose 
austere  piety  had  something  pathetic  in  it, 
even  when  they  had  ''got  assurance,"  as 
the  phrase  was — how  could  they  or  this 
priceless  belief  of  theirs  be  affected  by 
what  scientific  men,  and  literary  men,  and 
statesmen,  and  others,  were  writing  in 
magazines  and  reviews  in  the  far-away 
city  of  London  ? 

And  then  there  came  a  time — a  chance 
phrase  in  an  article  had  struck  an  unex- 
pected chord — when  her  heart  seemed  to 
stand  still  for  a  moment.  Was  the  Chris- 
tian religion,  then,  but  a  passing  pheno- 
menon— similar  to  other  phenomena  that 
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had  appeared  in  the  world  before  and 
since — and  with  no  higher  sanction  than 
its  own  lofty  morality  and  purity  of  aim  ? 
The  question  was  a  startling  one,  but  it 
did  not  terrify  her.  She  had  been  brought 
up  in  an  atmosphere  of  conviction.  She 
had  been  accustomed  to  regard  these 
writings  and  speculations  as  something 
quite  apart  from  the  present  facts  and  con- 
ditions of  life.  Still,  just  by  way  of 
curiosity,  perhaps,  or  to  comfort  herself  by 
making  assurance  doubly  sure,  she  thought 
she  would  make  a  patient  study  of  Paley's 
''  Evidences,"  which  she  had  not  read  since 
she  was  a  child  of  twelve. 

Alas  !  this  book  did  terrify  her — -for  a 
time.  Doubts  that  she  had  never  dreamed 
of  before — for  her  childish  readine  had 
been  entirely  perfunctory — were  now  pre- 
sented to  her  mind  ;  and  they  seemed  to 
have  a  far  more  startling  significance  than 
the  elaborate  arcruments  which  were  meant 

o 
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to  resolve  them.  Why,  on  the  very  first 
page  she  read  these  strange  words  :  "  Sup- 
pose, nevertheless,  almost  the  whole  race, 
either  by  the  imperfection  of  their  faculties, 
the  misfortune  of  their  situation,  or  by  the 
loss  of  some  prior  revelation,  to  want  this 
knowledge,  and  not  to  be  likely,  without 
the  aid  of  a  new  revelation,  to  attain 
it.  .  .  ."  Was,  then,  the  history  of  God's 
dealings  with  mankind  so  much  a  matter 
of  conjecture — was  that  portion  of  it 
included  in  the  Christian  revelation  so 
small  and  temporary  and  fragmentary  a 
thing — that  one  had  to  guess  at  some 
previous  revelation  rather  than  believe 
that  countless  generations  of  the  sons  of 
men  had  lived  and  died  in  ignorance  and 
ofone  to  their  doom  ?  This  was  but  the 
beginning ;  her  imagination,  with  a  rapidity 
she  could  not  control,  would  persist  in 
asking  further  and  further  questions,  and 
the  only  answer  was  a  shuddering  dread. 
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For  she  was  quite  alone.  There  was  no 
one  to  whom  she  could  eo  for  euidance 
and  help.  Between  her  father  and  herself 
there  was  doubtless  a  measure,  perhaps  a 
considerable  measure,  of  affection  :  he  on 
his  part  regarding  her  with  the  natural 
instinct  of  protection  and  care  ;  she  on  her 
part  moved  to  deep  admiration  by  his  stern 
integrity  of  character.  But  that  affection 
took  no  visible  sign.  An  expression  of  it 
would  have  been  regarded  as  more  than  a 
w^eakness,  as  something  culpable,  as  putting 
the  creature  before  the  Creator :  for  was 
not  all  the  love  and  gratitude  of  the  human 
heart  due  to  the  Divine  Father  ?  And  as 
between  the  ^Minister  and  his  children 
there  was  no  expression  of  affection,  so 
there  was  no  confidence.  When  Alison, 
in  her  first  bewilderment  and  alarm, 
thought  of  her  going  to  her  father  with 
these  doubts,  and  perplexities,  she  could 
see  his  eyes  afire  with   astonishment  and 
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anger.  No  pity  there>  but  wrath  :  what 
devil  had  entered  Into  her  ? — why  had 
she  not  striven  and  wrestled  to  cast  him 
out  forthwith  ?  Was  the  Evil  Spirit  still 
vexing  her  ?  To  her  knees,  then  !  in  her 
own  chamber — with  prayer  and  fasting 
and  supplication — till  she  could  come  to 
say  she  was  restored  and  In  her  right 
mind.  * 

There  was  Agnes,  It  Is  true  ;  and 
between  the  two  girls  there  was  a  devoted 
affection— though  betraying  Itself  In  deeds 
more  than  In  words — and  a  close  confi- 
dence as  well.  But  how  was  she  to  darken 
that  fair  young  mind  with  her  own  morbid, 
and  probably  foolish,  Imaginings  ?  Not 
even  In  her  loneliest  hours,  w^hen  her  soul 
In  Its  agony  seemed  crying  aloud  for  a 
single  word  of  sympathy,  could  she  go  to 
her  sister.  Her  sister? — who  knew  that 
their  mother,  dead  these  many  years, 
sometimes  came  to  see   them  In   the  mid 
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hours  of  the  night,  in  the  Httle  room  where 
they  slept  together.  Again  and  again  (so 
the  younger  girl  averred,  with  eyes  grown 
mystical  and  strange)  she  had  seen  the 
pale  figure,  gentle  and  smiling,  who  stood 
by  the  side  of  the  bed  and  regarded  her 
two  children.      Nay,  she  had  heard  her. 

''  I  don't  know  how  it  is,  Ailie,"  she 
would  say,  as  the  two  sisters  sat  before 
the  fire  by  themselves  of  a  winter  evening, 
"  but  I  seem  to  hear  her  when  she  comes 
into  the  room.  I  cannot  make  out  what 
the  noise  is,  or  whether  it  is  a  noise,  but 
it  is  something  I  hear  and  know.  It  wakes 
me ;  and  when  I  open  my  eyes  I  find  her 
standing  at  the  foot  of  the  bed,  and  some- 
times at  the  side,  and  quite  near.  And 
I'm  not  in  the  least  afraid,  she  looks  so 
kind ;  just  the  old  way,  Ailie,  you  re- 
member, when  she  would  meet  us  coming 
home  from  school  ?  And  some  night  I 
am  going  to  say  to  her,  '  Mother,  will  ye 
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no  waken  Aille  too  ?  for  she  hardly  beheves 
you  come  to  see  her.'" 

*' Hush,  hush^  Aggie!"  the  elder  sister 
would  say;  ''you  should  not  speak  of  such 
things,  for  they  pass  understanding ;  and  I 
doubt  whether  father  would  not  be  angry 
if  he  were  to  hear." 

'"  Some  night  you  will  see  for  yourself," 
the  younger  sister  would  say,  and  then 
fall  into  silence  and  reverie. 

However,  the  paroxysm  of  alarm  and 
uncertainty  caused  by  Paley's  "  Evidences 
of  Christianity  "  was  not  of  long  duration. 
Alison  put  the  book  aside  and  would  not 
open  it  again.  These  doubts  were  all  too 
terrible  ;  she  shrank  back  from  the  appalling 
loneliness  in  which  she  found  herself  Nay, 
she  strove  to  convince  herself  that  she  had 
been  properly  punished  for  wandering 
away  from  the  fold  and  following  her  own 
poor  reason.  Who  was  she,  to  set  up  her 
individual  judgment  against  the  authority 
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of  the  preachers  and  teachers  in  Israel  ? 
Paley  himself  was  but  a  human  being  like 
any  other ;  surely  it  was  a  perilous  thing, 
in  a  matter  of  such  supreme  moment,  to 
follow  a  fallible  guide !  Womanlike,  she 
clung  to  the  majority  ;  and  the  majority — 
not  to  say  the  entire  community — of  those 
around  her  were  possessed  by  a  faith 
which,  however  sombre  it  mio^ht  be,  was 
at  least  unwavering  and  questionless. 
Paley's  ''  Evidences  "  lay  on  the  top  of  the 
chest  of  drawers  in  her  room,  and  remained 
there  untouched. 

But  it  was  not  for  long  that  on  this 
evening  she  had  to  practise  the  harmless 
hypocrisy  of  holding  the  book  open  before 
her,  while  she  would  not  allow  herself  to 
read  a  single  disquieting  word. 

''Alison,"  said  the  Minister,  presently, 
as  he  transferred  the  bio^  Bible  from  his 
knees  to  the  table,  and  drew  in  his  chair, 
"  ye  may  call  in  the  weemen  now." 


24  IN    FAR    LOCHABER. 

Agnes  went  and  got  ''  the  books  ; "  and 
directly  afterwards,  the  two  women-servants 
of  the  household,  summoned  by  Alison, 
came  into  the  room.  The  younger  of 
these  was  a  stout,  red-haired,  freckled, 
black-eyed  wench,  whose  apathetic  manner 
seemed  to  suggest  that  she  would  be  glad 
enough  when  this  ordeal  was  over. 

"  Dod,  but  our  Minister  dings  a'  !  "  this 
buxom  lass  was  used  to  say  in  confidence 
to  her  gossips.  "  He  doesna  gie  the  Lord 
a  minute's  peace.  It's  ask-asking  and  beg- 
begging  frae  morning  till  nicht.  I'm  sure 
I  hope  it'll  no  be  like  my  brither  Jock  at 
hame.  When  he  gangs  fishing  on  the 
Lernock  —  so  the  lads  say — he  keeps 
whuppin'  and  whuppin' — the  water  is  never 
at  rest  for  a  second — and  deil  a  sea-trout 
or  a  grilse  does  he  e'er  bring  hame  wi' 
him.  Look  at  the  Sawbath,  Kirsty,  woman, 
that  they  ca'  a  day  o'  rest.  A  day  o'  rest ! 
There's  faimily  worship   at   nine,  when  a 
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body  has  scarcely  got  their  breakfast 
swallowed  ;  then  the  Minister  he's  off  to 
the  Young  Men's  Christian  Association — 
that's  at  ten  o'clock  in  the  hall.  Then 
there's  the  kirk  itsel'  at  half-past  eleeven  ; 
and  the  folk  have  hardly  time  to  come  out 
and  look  about  them  when  it's  in  again  at 
twa  o'clock  for  anither  couple  o'  hours. 
Then  there's  the  Minister's  Bible  class  at 
six,  and  faimily  worship  again  at  nine. 
Dod,  I  never  saw  the  like  !  Weel,  I 
suppose  the  Minister  kens  best.  Some- 
times the  wean  that  keeps  whingeing  and 
w^hingeing  *  gets  what  it  greets  for.  And 
sometimes,"  she  would  add,  snappishly, 
*'  it  gets  a  scud  o'  the  side  o'  the  head." 

But  the  elder  servant — a  tall  woman 
she  was,  dark-complexioned,  and  meagre 
of  face — came  into  the  room  with  a  kind 
of  furtive  fear  in  her  eyes.  This  woman — 
the  solitary  exception  in  this  community — 
*  The  child  that  keeps  whhiipering  and  whimpering. 
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was  possessed  by  the  dreadful  conviction 
that  she  was  not  of  the  elect ;  she  was  an 
outcast,  consigned  to  everlasting  punish- 
ment ;  the  scheme  of  salvation  had  no 
place  for  her ;  and  whatever  portion  of  the 
Scripture  might  be  read,  the  denunciations 
of  the  wicked  could  hardly  be  less  terrible 
to  her  than  descriptions  of  the  eternal  joys 
and  glories  from  which  she  was  hopelessly 
and  for  ever  shut  out.  She  was  wholly 
reticent  about  this  conviction  of  hers ;  but 
It  was  well  known.  More  than  once  Alison 
had  unwittingly  come  upon  the  poor  wretch 
when  she  was  on  her  knees,  appealing 
with  passionate  tears  and  sobs,  not  that 
she  might  be  forgiven,  and  allowed  to  take 
the  lowest  place  among  the  ransomed,  but 
that  she  might  be  enabled  to  lift  up  her 
heart  to  the  Lord  In  gratitude  for  all  His 
goodness  to  her.  She  did  not  complain 
of  her  awful  fate,  or  seek  In  any  way  to 
escape   from  It.      It  was  the   Lord's  will ; 
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let  Him  be  praised.  And  when  Alison, 
shuddering  to  think  of  any  human  being 
going  through  life  with  this  fearful  doom 
continually  before  her,  would  say,  "  But, 
Margaret,  what  is  the  sin  against  the  Holy 
Ghost  ?  What  is  the  unforeivable  sin  ? 
You  do  not  even  know  what  it  is  ! "  she 
would  shake  her  head  in  silence,  or  answer 
with  her  favourite  text:  **  Though  He 
slay  me,  yet  will  I  trust  in  Him." 

"  We  will  praise  God  by  singing  the 
eio^htieth  Psalm,"  the  Minister  be^an  ;  and 
when  they  had  found  their  places,  he  himself 
started  the  tune — the  old,  familiar  "Martyr- 
dom "  it  was — which  was  at  once  taken  up 
by  the  fresh,  clear  voices  of  the  girls — 

"  Hear,  Israel's  Shepherd  !     Like  a  flock 

Thou  that  dost  Joseph  guide  : 
Shine  forth,  O  thou  that  dost  between 

The  cherubims  abide ! 
In  Ephraim's  and  Benjamin's, 

And  in  ]\Ianasseh's  sight, 
O  come  for  our  salvation : 

Stir  up  thy  strength  and  might. 
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"  Turn  us  again,  O  Lord  our  God, 

And  upon  us  vouchsafe 
To  make  thy  countenance  to  shine 

And  so  we  shall  be  safe. 
O  Lord  of  hosts,  almighty  God, 

How  long  shall  kindled  be 
Thy  wrath  against  the  prayer  made 

By  thine  own  folk  to  thee  ?  " 

The  singing  over,  he  opened  the  large 
Bible  and  proceeded  to  read  the  second 
chapter  of  the  Book  of  Ruth — no  doubt 
choosing  the  story  of  the  young  Moabitess 
who  left  her  own  country  and  went  to  live 
among  an  unknown  people  as  having  some 
reference  to  Alison  and  her  departure  on 
the  morrow.  And  finally,  when  they  all 
knelt  down,  and  he  engaged  in  prayer,  his 
fervent  appeal  for  Divine  protection  for 
this  child  of  his  who  was  going  away  into 
a  strange  land  was  even  more  personal 
and  immediate  than  that  he  had  preferred 
in  open  church.  Not  only  so,  but  it  was 
full  of  urgent  and  earnest  admonition  and 
exhortation   addressed    to    herself      They 
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were  no  common  and  worldly  dangers  she 
was  to  dread  ;  these  things  were  of  little 
account ;  in  this  transitory  space  of  time 
called  life,  sickness  and  sorrow,  trouble 
and  disease  and  death  itself,  were  but 
trivial  accidents.  It  was  the  far  more 
deadly  peril  that  the  Christian  soul  might 
have  to  encounter  that  was  to  be  feared — 
the  insidious  attacks  of  Satan — pride  of 
heart,  the  allurements  of  the  eye,  frivolity, 
forgetfulness  that  every  moment  of  time 
was  of  value  In  preparing  for  the  Judgment- 
day  of  the  Lord.  And  then  he  spoke  of 
her  going  forth  alone — and  yet  not  alone  ; 
and  his  last  words  were  words  of  consola- 
tion :  *'  Behold  he  that  keepeth  Israel  shall 
neither  slumber  nor  sleep.  The  Lord  is  thy 
keeper :  the  Lord  is  thy  shade  upon  thy 
right  hand.  The  sun  shall  not  smite  thee 
by  day,  nor  the  moon  by  night.  The  Lord 
shall  preserve  thee  from  all  evil  :  he  shall 
preserve  thy  soul.    The  Lord  shall  preserve 
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thy  going   out    and    thy   coming    In    from 
this  time  forth,  and  even  for  evermore." 

Worship  concluded,  the  women  went 
their  several  ways,  leaving  the  Minister  to 
finish  up  his  reading  and  put  out  the  lights. 
And  soon  silence  and  sleep  had  fallen  over 
the  whole  household — bringing  to  the  poor 
creature  Margaret,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  some 
temporary  and  blessed  forgetfulness  of  the 
awful  doom  for  ever  before  her  waking 
eyes ;  and  to  Agnes  Blair,  perhaps,  the 
mystic  vision  of  a  gentle  and  smiling 
mother,  standing  by  her  bedside  and  re- 
garding her  with  a  wistful  affection  ;  while 
as  for  Alison,  It  Is  to  be  Imagined  that  her 
dreams  were  most  likely  to  be  of  the  far 
country  she  was  about  to  enter,  when  she 
had  left  behind  her  the  turmoil  and  din  and 
lowering  skies,  the  rigid  observances,  the 
monotonous  duties,  the  incessant  and  mor- 
bid Introspection,  the  cramped  and  fettered 
life  of  Kirk  o'  Shields. 


CHAPTER    II. 

THE  BIT  LADY. 

League  upon  league  of  glassy  calm,  save 
where  some  wandering  puff  of  wind  stirred 
the  still  sea  into  a  deeper  blue ;  the  long 
green  island  of  Lismore  basking  in  the 
sun,  and  tapering  away  to  its  southernmost 
point,  where  the  small  white  light-house 
stands ;  the  hills  of  Morven,  in  hues  of 
faint  rose-gray  and  lilac,  grown  distant  in 
the  heat ;  close  by,  the  winding  shores  of 
the  main-land,  with  wooded  knolls,  and 
crags,  and  bays  where  the  shallow  water 
showed  the  sand  below  :  this  was  the 
picture  that  Alison  saw  all  around  her  as 
the  great  steamer  thundered  and  throbbed 
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away  northward  through  the  fair,  summer- 
like day.  Surely  here  was  a  new  heaven 
and  a  new  earth — after  Kirk  o'  Shields. 
And  brilliant  and  beautiful  as  it  was,  it 
was  all  so  restful.  On  board  the  steamer, 
it  is  true,  the  sunlight  burned  hot  on  the 
white  deck,  and  on  the  scarlet  funnels,  and 
on  the  crimson  velvet  cushions  beside  her ; 
but  she  could  turn  her  bewildered  eyes 
away  from  this  overpowering  blaze,  and 
let  them  dwell  gratefully  on  the  wide  blue 
spaces  of  the  sea,  and  on  the  hills  that  had 
grown  almost  ethereal  in  the  haze  produced 
by  fine  weather,  and  on  a  sky  that  down  at 
the  horizon-line  in  the  south  had  scarcely 
any  colour  in  it  at  all.  A  day  of  pale 
azure  and  silver  it  was  ;  calm  and  shining 
and  clear  ;  there  was  not  anywhere  over- 
head a  single  fleecy  flake  to  throw  a  patch 
of  purple  shadow  on  the  far-stretching  and 
resplendent  plain. 

By    the    air    around    her    suddenly    be- 
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coming  warmer,  she  guessed  that  the 
steamer  was  lessening  its  speed  ;  and  pre- 
sently, when  the  great  paddles  had  been 
stopped  and  then  reversed,  driving  a  mass 
of  white,  seething  foam  down  into  the  clear 
bottle-green  water,  she  found  they  were 
alongside  Port  Appin  pier.  With  a  natural 
curiosity,  for  she  was  a  stranger  in  a 
strange  land,  she  was  scanning  the  small 
group  of  people  assembled  to  meet  their 
friends  or  their  packages  (and  perhaps  she 
was  contrasting  the  fresh  complexions  and 
trim  and  trig  adornment  of  one  or  two  of 
the  Highland  lasses  there  with  the  too- 
familiar  appearance  of  the  bareheaded, 
tartan-shawled,  worn- faced  women  who 
made  up  the  bulk  of  the  female  population 
of  Kirk  o'  Shields),  when  her  eye  happened 
to  light  on  a  new-comer,  who  was  hasten- 
ing down  to  the  boat.  He  was  a  young 
man,  and  not  over  middle  height ;  but 
there    was    something    effective    and    pic- 
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turesque  in  the  set  of  his  strongly  built 
frame,  in  the  carriage  of  his  head,  and 
even  in  the  long  and  easy  and  careless 
stride  with  which  he  came  down  the  quay. 
He  was  none  too  soon  ;  indeed  the  hawsers 
had  been  cast  off  and  the  gangway  with- 
drawn when  he  stepped,  or  leaped,  on  to 
the  paddle-box.  He  turned  for  a  moment 
to  wave  his  hand  to  one  or  two  com- 
panions who  had  come  as  far  as  the  head 
of  the  pier  with  him  ;  then  he  entered 
into  conversation  with  the  captain,  the 
two  of  them  being  apparently  very  good 
friends. 

She  was  sitting  here  alone  and  obser- 
vant ;  and  she  seemed  to  perceive  a 
peculiar  sunniness  (so  to  speak)  and  cheer- 
fulness in  this  young  man's  look  and  bear- 
ing. Also  she  was  aware  that  he  had 
singularly  clear  eyes ;  for  once  or  twice 
they  were  turned  in  her  direction,  and 
instantly  she  had  to  drop  her  own.     For 
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the  rest,  his  costume  was  novel  to  her. 
Sportsmen  have  no  occasion  to  ^o  wander- 
ing along  the  grimy  streets  of  Kirk  o' 
Shields.  She  had  never  seen  anybody  in 
knickerbockers  ;  and  the  simple  and  ser- 
viceable garb — laced  boots  and  Highland 
hose,  a  homespun  shooting-jacket,  a  Tam 
o'  Shanter  drawn  forward  over  his  brow,  a 
bit  of  red  silk  tie  showing  under  his  flannel 
shirt-collar — seemed  somehow  to  suit  the 
easy  self-possession  of  his  manner.  Then 
he  had  the  complexion  of  one  familiar  with 
the  sun  and  sea-air  ;  fair  as  he  was,  his 
skin  was  a  trifle  darker  than  his  short, 
twisted  yellow  moustache.  Dandyfied  ? — 
perhaps  a  little.  And  yet  there  was  a 
manly  look  about  the  breadth  of  his 
shoulders ;  he  had  a  flat  back,  a  well-knit 
calf,  and  small  ankle ;  and  always  there 
was  a  kind  of  pride  in  the  poise  of  his 
head.  He  was  laughing  and  talking  with 
the  captain,  but  he  was  looking  around  at 
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the  same  time ;  more  than  once  she  had  to 
swiftly  lower  her  eyes. 

It  was  about  a  couple  of  minutes  there- 
after— and  to  her  astonishment  and  dismay 
— that  she  found  this  young  man  approach- 
ing her.  She  knew,  rather  than  saw,  that 
he  touched  his  cap. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  but  may  I  ask  if 
you  are  Miss  Blair  ?  " 

She  ought  to  have  been  still  further 
startled  ;  but  the  sound  of  his  voice  was 
pleasant  to  the  ear. 

"  Y — yes,"  she  said,  glancing  timidly 
upward. 

''  I  know  your  friends  in  Fort  William," 
said  he,  ''and  they  asked  me  to  look  after 
you,  and  get  your  luggage  ashore  for  you. 
Of  course  they  will  be  down  at  the  quay ; 
but  I  will  see  your  things  got  ready,  if  you 
will  let  me,  so  that  you  won't  have  any 
trouble." 

*'  Oh,  thank  you,"  said  she,  hardly 
knowing  what  to  say. 
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"  I  understand  you  have  not  been  in  the 
Highlands  before,"  he  continued;  and  with 
the  greatest  coolness  he  sat  down  beside 
her  on  the  velvet  cushion,  and  laid  his  arm 
on  the  gunwale  of  the  steamer. 

"  No,"  she  answered  ;  but  all  the  time 
she  was  asking  herself  what  had  enabled 
him  to  identify  her.  Was  there  some 
Kirk  o'  Shields  peculiarity  in  her  dress  or 
appearance  ? 

"  You  are  lucky  in  having  such  a  beau- 
tiful day  for  your  first  glimpse  of  them,"  he 
went  on  to  say,  with  much  placid  assur- 
ance. ''It  isn't  always  like  this.  Those 
hills  over  there — Kingairloch  that  is — and 
those  away  up  yonder,  by  Inversanda  and 
Ardgour — they  are  not  nearly  so  far  away 
as  they  seem  to  be  ;  it  is  the  haze  of  the 
settled  weather  that  makes  them  appear 
distant.  That  is  Shuna  island :  do  you 
see  the  old  castle  ?  Why,  there's  a  seal — 
look!" 
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She  turned  her  eyes  in  the  direction 
indicated,  and  could  make  out  a  round 
dark  object  on  the  pale,  blue-white  plain. 

''  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  that  is  the  old 
fellow  that  goes  backward  and  forward 
after  the  ferry-boat  between  Port  Appin 
and  Lismore.  He  is  a  friendly  old  chap  ; 
I  dare  say  he  has  followed  us  so  far  just 
for  the  sake  of  company.  There — he's 
down — off  again,  I  suppose,  for  Appin." 

Presently  he  said — perhaps  casting  back 
a  litde— 

**  I  hope  you  will  pardon  my  bluntness 
in  addressing  you,  but,  you  see,  I  had 
made  pretty  sure.  I  had  a  good  look 
round,  though  I  fixed  on  you  from  the 
first.  You  seem  surprised  ?  Well,  I  had 
heard  you  described  so  often,  you  know. 
Your  Aunt  Gilchrist  is  never  done  talking 
about  you,  and  she  told  me  again  and 
again  how  I  should  recognize  you.  '  And 
when    you   see   her ' — this    was    her    last 
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message  when  I  was  coming  away — '  tell 
''the  bit  lady  "  that  I  am  just  wearying  for 
her.'  That  is  what  she  always  calls  you — 
'  the  bit  lady.'  " 

"  It  was  a  childish  nickname,"  Alison 
said  quickly,  with  her  pale  face  and 
forehead  showing  some  brief  colour  of 
embarrassment. 

"  Oh,  I  know,"  said  he,  with  a  careless 
good-humour ;  *'  I  know  quite  well.  I 
have  had  the  minutest  descriptions  of  you 
at  a  very  early  age  indeed.  I  have  heard 
a  good  deal  about  '  the  bit  lady,'  who  was 
so  prim,  and  precise,  and  accurate  in  her 
speech,  and  dignified  in  her  manner.  Oh 
yes,  and  very  fierce  she  was  in  correcting 
rude  boys,  I  understand.  I  have  heard,  too, 
of  her  remonstrating  with  the  servants  about 
their  grammar;  and  of  her  repetition  of 
'  Fetual  Calling ' ;  and  of  her  tame  sparrow 
that  was  scolded  because  it  wouldn't 
speak." 
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Alison  grew  more  and  more  em- 
barrassed ;  it  was  so  strange  to  find  a 
perfectly  unknown  person  so  intimately 
acquainted  with  her  early  years,  and  on 
such  familiar  speaking-terms  with  herself. 
She  managed  to  interrupt  him  by  asking 
how  her  Aunt  Gilchrist  was. 

''  Oh,  very  well  indeed.  Last  night  she 
was  in  the  highest  of  spirits.  I  suppose 
she  was  rid  for  the  time  of  her  rheumatism, 
or  whatever  the  mysterious  ailment  is  that 
she  makes  such  fun  of  when  it  isn't  there  ; 
and  she  made  the  old  Doctor  suffer.  But 
he  doesn't  mind  much.  For  all  their 
quarrelling,  I  never  knew  two  sweethearts 
half  so  fond  of  each  other  as  the  Doctor 
and  his  sister  are.  If  he  scolds  her  the 
one  moment  he  is  petting  her  the  next. 
And  I  am  sure  that  both  he  and  his  wife, 
and  all  the  family  indeed,  are  remarkably 
good-natured  so  far  as  you  are  concerned  ; 
for   your    Aunt    Gilchrist    makes    not  the 
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slightest  secret  that  she  is  going  to  leave 
her  money  to  you — or  the  most  of  it ;  and 
yet  they  don't  seem  jealous  ;  they  tease 
her  about  it  quite  openly ;  and  I  think  you 
will  find  they  will  make  you  as  welcome 
as  the  old  lady  herself.  You  haven't  seen 
much  of  them  ?  " 

"  Of  my  uncle's  family  ?  "  said  Alison — 
and  now  she  was  growing  less  embarrassed, 
for  this  young  man  seemed  so  pleasant, 
and  natural,  and  unaffected  in  manner ; 
and  moreover  he  appeared  to  know  all 
about  her  kinsfolk.  "  No,  not  very  much  ; 
only  when  they  came  once  or  twice  to  see 
my  Aunt  Gilchrist  in  Edinburgh."  And 
then  she  added,  glancing  up  at  him  for  a 
second,  "  Is  Flora  as  pretty  as  ever  ?" 

"  Miss  Flora,"  said  he,  "  is  quite  the 
belle  of  Fort  William,  as  she  lets  all  of  us 
know.  And  as  light-hearted  as  ever,  I 
need  not  tell  you  that.  By  the  way,  I 
suppose   you    know   what    she  calls  you  ? 
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Haven't  you  heard  ?  She  calls  you  Miss 
Dimity  Puritan." 

For  the  first  time  a  bit  of  a  smile 
hovered  round  Alison's  mouth,  though  her 
eyes  were  as  usual  downcast. 

''  I  seem  to  have  various  names  in  Fort 
William,"  she  remarked. 

"  But  they  are  all  given  to  you  in  kind- 
ness, any  way,"  he  answered.  "  Oh,  I 
assure  you  that  your  coming  is  considered 
to  be  a  very  great  affair  ;  and  I  look  on 
myself  as  very  fortunate  in  being  your 
escort  even  this  little  bit  of  the  way." 

He  could  not  say  any  more  at  present, 
for  the  steamer  was  slowing  into  Balla- 
chulish  pier ;  and  Alison  was  much  in- 
terested in  watching  the  people  land  and 
set  out  by  coach  for  Glencoe.  She  had 
risen  now  from  her  seat,  and  when  she 
addressed  remarks  or  questions  to  the 
young  man  who  -Was  by  her  side,  it  never 
occurred  to  Miss  Dimity  Puritan  that  she 
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was  talking  to  a  person  whose  very  name 
she  did  not  know.  He  seemed  to  belong 
to  that  family  in  Fort  William — to  her 
uncle  s  family.  Then  he  was  not  obtrusive 
in  his  attentions  ;  he  was  at  her  command 
— no  more  ;  and  besides,  his  voice  was  soft 
and  musical  and  pleasant  to  listen  to.  He 
tried  to  get  her  to  say  Balla-chaolish,  but 
she  only  laughed  a  little  and  declined. 

Presently  they  set  out  northward  again  ; 
and  he  told  her  the  names  of  the  various 
mountains  —  those  giant  masses  whose 
sterile  altitudes,  rising  far  above  the 
sparsely  wooded  slopes  and  precipices, 
seemed  to  recede  away  from  human  ken  ; 
although  along  their  base,  here  and  there, 
was  some  narrow  strip  of  cultivation — a 
field  with  the  hay  gathered  into  cocks  (for, 
summer-like  as  the  day  was,  they  were 
now  at  the  end  of  August),  or  a  patch  of 
yellowing  corn  just  over  the  deep  sapphire 
of  the    sea.     Then,   when    they   had   got 


44  IN    FAR    LOCHABER. 

through  the  Narrows  of  Corran,  they  came 
in  sight  of  the  mighty  bulk  of  Ben  Nevis, 
towering  high  above  the  lower  hills  of 
bracken  and  heather,  its  vast  shoulders  of 
granite  seamed  with  rose-pink  scaurs,  that 
caught  a  warm  glow  from  the  now  wester- 
ing sun.  A  brisk  breeze  had  sprung  up 
by  this  time  from  the  north  or  north-west, 
driving  the  sea  around  them  into  a  vivid 
blue ;  and  far  away  beyond  these  lapping 
waters,  on  the  shore,  amid  some  soft  green 
foliage,  were  two  or  three  white  dots  of 
houses  :  these  were  the  outskirts  of  Fort 
William. 

While  as  yet  they  were  a  long  way  from 
the  quay,  he  said — 

''  Your  cousins  have  come  down." 

''  Can  you  make  them  out  at  so  great  a 
distance  ?  "  she  said,  in  some  wonderment. 

"  Oh,  well,"  he  made  answer,  apologeti- 
cally, "  there  are  things  that  help  you.  I 
can  see   Miss  Flora's  sailor  hat  and  dark 
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dress.  Then  the  tall  lad  by  her  side  must 
be  Hugh.  Then  the  boy  with  the  wheel- 
barrow— that,  of  course,  is  Johnny." 

"  But  who  is  Johnny  ?  "  she  asked,  for 
she  had  no  cousin  of  that  name. 

"  Oh,  you  don't  know  Johnny  ?  Johnny 
works  in  the  garden,  and  sails  the  boat, 
and  does  anything  else  he  is  driven  to  do. 
Besides  that,  he  is  a  person  of  the  keenest 
sense  of  humour.  I  know  what  he  is 
thinkinof  of  at  this  moment.  He  is  lookino^ 
at  this  steamer,  and  wishing  she  might  go 
on  the  rocks." 

"  But  why  ? "  said  Alison,  with  open 
eyes. 

"  That  he  might  have  the  fun  of  seeing 
us  all  struggling  in  the  water,"  her  com- 
panion remarked,  calmly.  "  He  is  really 
a  very  humorous  lad.  But  I  am  afraid 
I  shall  have  to  make  a  horsewhip  curl 
round  Master  Johnny's  legs  if  he  doesn't 
put  some  restraint  on  his  passion  for  setting 
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living  things,  no  matter  what,  to  fight  each 
other.  He  is  too  anxious  to  get  at  the 
survival  of  the  fittest  all  at  once.  Nature 
works  by  slow  methods  ;  Johnny  is  far  too 
impatient.  And  then  he  has  a  habit  of 
destroying  the  survivor — which  is  exceed- 
ingly unfair,  and  unphilosophical  too." 

"  What  an  inhuman  young  wretch  !  "  she 
said. 

''Oh  no.  It's  only  his  playful  humour. 
He  lives  such  a  monotonous  life — grubbing 
up  weeds,  sitting  at  the  tiller,  baiting 
night-lines,  and  so  on.  It  is  very  hard. 
Here  he  has  been  several  years  in  Fort 
William,  and  constantly  in  sight  of  the 
quay,  and  never  once  has  a  steamer  burst 
her  boilers  and  blown  herself  into  the  air. 
Well,  now,  will  you  come  and  show  me 
your  luggage?   We  shall  be  there  directly." 

Indeed  there  was  little  luggage  to  look 
after ;  and  when  Johnny  came  on  board 
(Alison      regarded      this      stout,      heavy- 
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shouldered  lump  of  a  boy,  with  his  broad, 
grinning  face,  and  small,  twinkling  eyes, 
and  wondered  whether  he  was  thinking 
it  would  be  an  excellent  joke  to  drop  her 
portmanteau  into  the  sea)  her  few  things 
were  speedily  transferred  ashore  and  put 
on  the  barrow.  At  the  same  time  Alison, 
followed  by  the  young  man  whose  acquaint- 
ance she  had  made,  passed  along  the 
gangway  ;  and  no  sooner  had  she  stepped 
on  to  the  quay  than  she  was  caught  hold 
of  by  her  cousin  (a  handsome  and  strapping 
young  lady  this  was,  fresh-complexioned, 
with  dark  blue  eyes  and  black  hair  ;  her 
costume  of  serge,  with  a  straw  hat  showing 
a  band  of  red  ribbon)  and  heartily  kissed 
on  both  cheeks  and  made  welcome.  It 
was  a  form  of  embrace  unknown,  or  at 
least  not  practised,  in  Kirk  o'  Shields  ; 
Alison  was  blushing  a  little  as  she  released 
herself,  and  turned  to  her  other  cousin — a 
tall  young  lad  of  eighteen  or  twenty,  who 
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eyed  her  somewhat  askance — and  offered 
him  her  hand. 

"I'm  glad  you  got  a  good  day  for  the 
sail,"  he  said,  rather  bashfully.  "  I  sup- 
pose you  win  go  right  on  to  the  house 
now  with  Flora.  Ludovick,"  he  added, 
addressing  the  young  man  with  the  twisted 
yellow  moustache  and  clear  light  eyes, 
"  will  you  come  along  to  the  building- 
shed  ?  I  want  you  to  look  at  the  belaying- 
plns  ;  I  think  Campbell  has  got  them  all 
wrong." 

'*  Indeed  no,"  said  Miss  Flora,  promptly. 
"  Ludovick  is  coming  with  us  :  aren't  you, 
Ludovick  ?  And — and  this  is  my  cousin, 
Alison " 

"We  formed  a  little  acquaintanceship 
on  board  the  steamer,"  said  he,  pleasantly. 
"And  I  know  Miss  Blair's  name  ;  but  I'm 
afraid  she  doesn't  know  mine." 

"Alison,"  said  Miss  Flora  at  once,  "let 
me    Introduce   to  you  Captain    Macdonell 
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— a  great  friend  of  ours ;  that  is  why  we 
asked  him  to  look  after  you  and  see  about 
your  luggage,  when  we  knew  he  was 
going  down  to  Appin.  Come,  let  us  be 
off  home  ;  Aunt  Gilchrist  will  be  weaiyiftg 
for  you,  as  she  says.  Look  at  Hugh  ! " 
the  young  lady  continued,  sending  a  fare- 
well glance  after  her  brother  as  they  left 
the  quay.  ''  Isn't  he  glad  to  be  rid  of  us ! 
He  thought  I  would  insist  on  marching 
him  back  to  tea  ;  and  of  course  he  couldn't 
refuse,  with  his  cousin  just  come  ashore. 
But  now  he's  off  to  stand  about  among 
damp  shavings,  and  gaze  and  gaze  at  the 
wonderful  boat  that  is  all  of  his  own 
designing.  And  precious  glad  he  is  to  be 
rid  of  us  girls,  I  know  ;  oh,  you'll  find  out 
soon  enough,  Alison,  what  he  thinks  of  us 
all.  Useless  creatures,  every  one.  We 
can't  do  anything  right.  We  can't  throw 
a  stone  straight ;  we  can't  sharpen  a  pencil, 
or  shut  a  door,  or  do  anything  as  it  ought 
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to  be  done  ;  when  we  jump  from  a  wall  w^e 
light  on  our  heels ;  we  can't  trim  a  boat 
when  she's  sailing — goodness  gracious  !  he 
shifts  us  about  just  as  if  we  were  ballast, 
and  an  ounce  one  way  or  another  is  all  our 
fault ;  and  we'd  run  away  from  a  cow  if  it 
wasn't  for  shame.  If  you  only  knew  the 
contempt  he  has  for  us  !  I  wonder  what 
he  is  thinking  of  you,  Ludovick  :  you 
might  be  standing  gazing  at  that  marvellous 
boat  instead  of  going  home  to  drink  tea 
with  a  lot  of  women." 

''  He'll  pay  for  all  this,"  Ludovick 
Macdonell  observed,  shrewdly.  "He  will 
sing  another  tune  some  day.  All  at  once 
an  angel  will  appear  on  earth — not  from 
the  clouds,  but  out  of  a  finishing-school, 
most  likely,  and  everything  will  be  trans- 
formed and  transfigured.  And  then  to 
walk  along  the  beach  with  her,  her  long 
yellow  hair  blown  about  by  the  sea -wind — 
.just   think    of  the  magic  of  it  ;    and    the 
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dreams  of  doing  extraordinary  things  for 
her  sake — becoming  a  great  poet,  or  taking 
the  Queen's  prize  at  Wimbledon,  or  some- 
thing of  that  kind.  There  will  be  no  more 
contempt  then — not  at  all  ;  rather  an 
indiscriminate  affection  and  esteem  for  any- 
one so  privileged  as  to  belong  to  the 
same  sex  as  the  wonderful  and  adorable 

creature " 

"  No,  no,  no,  Ludovick,"  said  Miss 
Flora,  shaking  her  head  ;  ''  you  will  never 
find  Hugh  transmogrified  like  that.  Ask 
his  opinion  of  any  girl,  no  matter  who  she 
is.  If  you  say  she  has  pretty  fair  hair,  he 
says,  '  Look  at  her  piggy  eyelashes.'  If 
you  say  she  sings .  well,  he  says,  '  Yes, 
when  by  chance  she  hits  the  key.'  If  you 
praise  her  figure,  he  says,  '  I  hate  draggle- 
tails  ;  can  t  she  use  a  needle  and  thread 
instead  of  fixing  up  her  dress  with  a  pin  ? ' 
Fancy  a  boy  noticing  a  thing  like  that  ! 
What    business    has    he    with    pins    and- 
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needles  and  thread,  and  sarcastic  comments 
about  mirrors  and  making-up  ?  No,  there 
is  no  beauty  in  us  that  he  should  desire 
us,"  she  continued,  with  a  careless — and 
probably  inadvertent — use  of  Scriptural 
phraseology  that  considerably  startled  Ali- 
son. ''  We'll  have  to  set  my  cousin  here 
to  see  if  she  can  do  anything  with  him  ; 
it  is  the  quiet  ones  who  do  the  most 
mischief." 

By  this  time  they  had  passed  along  the 
straggling  street  of  the  little  town — with 
its  whitewashed  cottages,  and  small  general 
stores,  and  banks,  and  inns,  and  churches 
— and  were  out  in  the  southern  suburbs, 
where  a  number  of  detached  villas,  set 
among  pretty  gardens,  overlooked  the 
beach.  It  was  all  a  fairy-land  to  the 
wistful-eyed  stranger  from  Kirk  o'  Shields 
— that  beautiful  panorama  of  sea,  and 
wooded  slopes,  and  far-reaching  moun- 
tains ;    while   here,   close   at   hand,    every- 
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thing  seemed  so  fresh  and  clean  and  bright 
in  the  sunHght,  and  the  air  was  sweet  with 
the  scent  blown  from  the  gardens.  At 
one  of  the  small  gates  her  companions 
stopped,  and  she  was  invited  to  enter. 
She  passed  in  by  a  little  gray-pebbled 
path,  and  found  herself  in  a  wilderness — in 
a  very  trim  wilderness,  it  is  true — of  old- 
fashioned  flowers  :  nasturtiums,  dahlias, 
pansies,  marigolds,  all  set  in  plots  and 
borders ;  while,  as  she  glanced  towards  the 
house,  she  perceived  that  the  front  wall  of 
it  was  hanging  with  white  roses  and  the 
pendulous  crimson  bells  of  the  tree-fuchsia. 
But  she  had  not  much  time  to  examine 
the  villa  itself — which  was  exceedingly 
smart,  none  the  less,  with  its  facings  of 
brown  stone,  and  its  gables,  and  its  green 
Venetian  blinds ;  for  in  the  porch,  and 
smiling  a  blithe  welcome,  was  the  imperious 
little  dame  who  had  summoned  her  thither. 
When    Alison    went    forward,    she    found 
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herself  seized  by  both  hands,  and  held  at 
arm's-length,  by  this  bright-complexioned, 
silver-haired,  pleasant-eyed  small  person, 
who  subjected  her  to  a  keen  and  yet  not 
unkindly  scrutiny. 

''  And  how's  the  bit  lady  ? — let's  see 
how  she's  looking  ?  "  the  old  dame  said,  in 
accents  that  were  more  familiar  to  Alison 
than  the  gently  modulated  Highland 
speech ;  for  Mrs.  Gilchrist  had  lived  many 
of  the  years  of  her  life  in  Edinburgh. 
''  Oh,  none  so  ill,  to  have  come  out  o'  that 
awfu'  town — none  so  ill.  I  wonder  ye 
can  live  in  it  at  all ;  I  never  see  it  but  I 
think  o'  the  bad  place.  I'm  sure  if  the 
bad  place  is  any  worse  than  Kirk  o' 
Shields,  I  peety  the  poor  folk  that  are  to 
be  sent  there.  And  how's  my  brother-in- 
law  the  Minister,  Alison  ? — and  that  frail- 
looking  young  lassie,  your  sister  ?  " 

''  They're  very  well  indeed.  Aunt  Gil- 
christ,"   Alison    said.      ''  And    I    am    sure 
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they  thought  it  very  kind  of  you  to  ask 
me  to  come  and  stay  with  you  for  a  while." 

"  Yes  ;  but  did  they  say  the  Hke  ?  "  she 
said,  with  a  laugh.  "  Na,  na,  they're  dour 
folk  in  Kirk  o'  Shields ;  they  dinna  speak 
what's  in  their  mind.  And  there  you  are, 
just  as  ever,  you  bigoted  wee  Puritan,  with 
your  stubborn  gray  eyes  ;  and  nothing  in 
the  wide  world  would  induce  you  to  say 
they  sent  me  a  friendly  word  or  a  message 
— though  ye  might  tell  a  bit  o'  a  white  lee 
just  for  the  sake  o'  civility." 

"  I  am  sure  they  thought  it  very  kind  of 
you  all  the  same,  Aunt  Gilchrist,"  said 
Miss  Dimity  Puritan,  "even  if  they  didn't 
send  you  any  formal  message." 

"  Well,  well,  come  indoors,  or  your 
Aunt  Munro  will  be  jealous.  I  think  she 
has*  gone  upstairs  to  see  your  things  put 
right.  Flora  will  show  you  the  way — and 
there's  to  be  tea  in  the  back  garden 
directly,  as  I  hear." 
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''  And  I've  brought  you  the  illustrated 
papers,  Mrs.  Gilchrist,"  said  the  young 
militia  captain,  coming  forward  dutifully. 

"  Uncut,  I  suppose,"  said  she,  glancing 
at  the  bundle.  ''  Well,  Captain  Ludovick, 
you  and  I  will  go  away  and  take  our 
places  at  the  table  ;  and  then  you  can  get 
a  knife  and  cut  the  edges  for  me,  for  I'm  a 
poor  old  woman,  and  hate  trouble." 

They  passed  through  the  house  and  into 
the  back  garden,  where  there  was  a  round 
table  covered  with  a  white  cloth,  and  amply 
bespread.  All  kinds  of  cake  were  there, 
and  soda-scones,  short-bread,  marmalade, 
black-currant  jam,  and  the  like  :  the  Findon 
haddocks  and  the  tea  had  not  yet  been 
summoned.  This  enclosed  space  behind 
the  house  sloped  abruptly  upward ;  and 
there  was  a  winding  path  to  the  summit  of 
the  grassy  knoll,  where  the  afternoon  sun 
burned  in  golden  light ;  but  down  here 
there  was  a  cool  and  pleasant  shadow,  and 
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quietude  for  the  eyes.  However,  Mrs. 
Gilchrist  did  not  occupy  herself  with  the 
illustrated  papers  when  he  had  cut  the 
edges  for  her. 

"  So  you  managed  to  make  her  out  on 
board  the  steamer  ? "  said  she  to  the  young 
man,  who  had  laid  aside  his  Tam  o' 
Shanter — revealing  thereby  how  light  his 
complexion  was ;  for  there  was  a  well- 
marked  division  between  the  clear  hue  of 
the  upper  portion  of  his  forehead  and  that 
of  the  rest  of  his  face,  which  was  browned 
by  the  sun. 

"Within  two  minutes  of  our  leaving 
Appin  pier,"  answered  Captain  Ludovick. 
"  I  recognized  her  the  moment  I  saw  her." 

'*  And  what  do  you  think  of  her  ?  " 

''  I  think  she  is  extremely  pretty," 
said  he. 

"  No,  d'ye  really  think  that !  "  said  Aunt 
Gilchrist,  with  affected  surprise ;  but  the 
kind  old  dame's  face  had  involuntarily  lit 
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up  with  pleasure  at  this  praise  of  her 
proUgde,  "  D'ye  really  think  that  now  ? 
For  I  shouldna  have  thought  it  was  her 
good  looks  that  would  have  recommended 
her  to  folk.  She's  got  her  mother's  eyes, 
it  is  true  ;  and  there  wasna  a  bonnier  lass 
than  my  sister  Ailie  in  a  the  length  and 
breadth  o'  Stirlingshire.  And  the  bit 
creature  has  pretty  hair  too,  if  she  wasna 
so  prim  about  it.  Flora  will  have  to  pull  it 
about  for  her,  and  put  her  in  the  fashion. 
Maybe  it's  living  in  that  bottomless  pit  o' 
a  place  that  has  kept  her  so  pale  ;  but  it's 
a  natural  complexion  too — mind  that ;  it's 
no  ill  health — not  a  bit." 

*'  I  know  this,"  said  he,  with  some 
decision  ;  "  you  may  say  what  you  please 
about  her  features,  or  her  complexion,  or 
the  colour  of  her  hair,  but  one  thing  is 
certain,  you  would  never  pass  her  by 
unnoticed.  There  is  something  particularly 
distinguished  about  her — something  unusual 
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— something  that  tells  you  in  a  moment 
she  is  not  like  the  other  strangers  who 
may  be  around  her,  on  board  a  steamer  or 
anywhere  else.  Perhaps  it  is  the  self- 
possession  of  her  manner — a  kind  of 
dignity,  and  simplicity  as  well." 

"  Ay,  do  ye  say  that  now  ? — do  ye  say 
that  ? "  said  the  bright  little  dame,  with 
much  obvious  pleasure.  "  Well,  here  she 
comes  for  herself  Here's  my  bit  lady! 
Come  away,  you  Lanarkshire  lassie,  and 
let's  see  whether  the  Highland  air  has 
made  you  hungry.  Here,  take  this  chair 
next  me  :  that's  where  you're  to  sit  when- 
ever you  and  I  are  at  the  same  table. 
And  if  your  Aunt  Munro  is  jealous,  you 
must  just  tell  her  that  Highland  kinship 
is  stronger  than  Scotch,  and  that  you've 
Highland  blood  in  your  veins,  for  all  you 
were  born  in  that  wearyfu'  hole  o'  fire  and 
smoke." 

"  I'm    sure,    Jane,"    said    Aunt    Munro, 
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who  was  a  tall,  bland,  well-featured,  Scotch- 
looking  woman,  with  mild  eyes,  and  an 
expression  of  great  gentleness — "  I'm  sure, 
Jane,  none  of  us  will  quarrel  with  you  for 
being  kind  to  Alison." 

And  very  kind,  indeed,  they  all  of  them 
were  to  her  ;  and  a  very  merry  little  party 
this  was,  assembled  down  here  in  the 
grateful  shade,  while  the  afternoon  light 
shone  yellow  on  the  crest  of  the  knoll 
above  them.  The  old  lady  was  in 
especially  gay  spirits.  Perhaps  she  was 
pleased  that  \\^x  p7'otdgee  had  won  the  high 
approval  of  the  only  stranger  who  had  as 
yet  seen  her ;  perhaps  she  was  looking 
forward  with  much  content  to  having  this 
constant  companion  to  pet  and  tyrannize 
over ;  at  all  events,  she  was  very  cheerful 
and  merry,  and  full  of  quips  and  jests  and 
good-humoured  raillery.  And  most  of  all 
did  her  gibes  fall  on  the  absent  Doctor. 

''  Oh,  they're  fine  fellows,  they  doctors, 
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with  their  long  words  that  they  hide  them- 
selves behind.  That's  how  they  escape  ; 
when  you've  got  them  in  a  corner,  and 
bade  them  declare  their  ignorance,  they 
just  jump  through  a  big  door  and  shut  it 
in  your  face — a  big  door  of  three  or  four 
syllables,  in  Latin  or  Greek,  and  there 
you're  left  helpless.  Look  at  me,  Alison 
Blair.  How  big  am  I  ?  I  couldn't  take  a 
prize  at  a  show  of  dolls !  But  bless  ye, 
this  braw  doctor  of  an  uncle  o'  yours 
would  make  ye  believe  I  had  a  whole 
pharmacopoeia  of  ailments  in  my  wee  body. 
I  have  a  bit  twinge  in  my  toes  sometimes, 
or  along  my  fingers — just  nothing  it  is — 
but  you  should  hear  the  Doctor  !  It's 
peripheral  neuralgia  one  day  ;  it's  neureetis 
the  next ;  and  rheumatic  gout  the  next ; 
and  I'm  not  to  take  this  and  I'm  not  to 
take  that — especially  sugar.  Alison,  reach 
me  the  bowl." 

Alison  passed  the  sugar-bowl  to  the  old 
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lady,  who  forthwith  took  out  a  goodly 
piece,  and  with  a  determined  air  plumped 
it  into  the  large  cup  of  tea  before  her. 

''  That's  for  periphery  ! "  she  said. 

She  took  out  another  piece  and  plumped 
it  in. 

''  And  ^/la^'s  for  neureetis  !  "  she  said. 

She  took  a  third  piece  and  plumped 
it  in. 

''  And  ^/mfs  for  rheumatic  gout — and  my 
compliments  to  the  whole  three  o'  them !  " 

''Well,  Aunt  Gilchrist,"  said  Flora's 
mother,  with  a  good-natured  smile,  "  I 
don't  think  it's  the  sugar  the  Doctor 
objects  to  as  much  as  the  port-wine.  But 
ye  may  say  what  ye  like  of  him,  for  if  he 
is  my  husband,  he  is  your  brother." 

"  Oh,  he's  an  honest  man,  the  Doctor — 
as  far  as  a  doctor  can  be,"  said  Aunt 
Gilchrist.  "And  I'm  thinking,  Alison, 
you  and  I  will  be  for  taking  him  away 
from  his  patients  for  a  day  or  two  now  and 
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again — to  give  the  poor  creatures  a  chance 
of  getting  better.  There's  many  a  fine 
drive  about  here,  and  Mr.  Carmlchael  has 
a  most  comfortable  waggonette ;  and  we 
must  take  ye  down  Glenfinnan,  and  show 
ye  where  Prince  CharHe  first  met  the 
clans  ;  and  out  to  Spean  Bridge  too,  and 
up  Glen  Nevis.  It's  a  grand  place.  Fort 
William,  for  being  in  the  middle  of  things. 
And  then  some  day  we  must  have  a  sail 
up  the  Caledonian  Canal  to  Inverness ; 
and  there  I'll  get  ye  a  brooch  of  Scotch 
pebbles,  or  cairngorms,  or  something  of 
that  kind,  for  your  neck.  Black  and 
white's  very  trim  and  neat — oh  yes,  I  find 
no  fault ;  very  prim  and  trim  and  nice  ye 
look  ;  but  it's  not  enough  for  a  young 
lassie.  Flora  will  come  with  us,  and  we'll 
get  you  some  pretty  ribbons  and  necker- 
chiefs and  things  to  busk  ye  up  a  bit." 

Indeed  she  was  just  full  of  all  kinds  of 
generous     schemes    and     projects  ;     and 
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though  Alison  was  the  chief  figure  in 
them,  the  old  lady  had  a  thought  for  her 
other  relations  as  well.  Flora  was  to  have 
this  and  that ;  she  would  bring  Hugh  a 
book  of  salmon-flies  ;  she  even  meant  to 
surprise  the  Doctor  with  a  present  of  a 
silver-headed  walking-stick,  with  a  snuff- 
box in  the  head  ;  and  finally  she  bade  the 
young  folk  go  away  and  amuse  themselves, 
warning  Alison  to  come  back  with  a  good 
appetite  for  the  nine-o'clock  supper,  for 
the  Doctor  would  be  present  with  his 
severely  scrutinizing  eye. 

*'  And  now,  Ludovick,"  said  Flora,  when 
the  three  younger  people  (Hugh  had  gone 
off  to  his  studies)  passed  through  the  house, 
and  were  in  the  front  garden,  ''  what  are 
we  to  do  ?  " 

''  We  can't  go  sailing,  that  is  very  cer- 
tain," said  he,  looking  away  across  the  still 
sea-loch  towards  Stroncreggan  and  Cona- 
glen. 
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Certain  enough  it  was  ;  for  the  afternoon 
had  settled  down  into  an  absolute  calm, 
and  the  water  was  like  glass.  The  various 
features  of  the  hills  and  mountains  opposite 
were  all  repeated  on  the  flawless  mirror ; 
and  in  the  midst  of  this  inverted  world 
floated  motionless  a  schooner-yacht,  a 
brown-sailed  smack,  and  a  steam-launch — 
the  yellow  masts  of  the  schooner  and  the 
white  funnel  of  the  launch  sending  lono^ 
reflections  down  until  they  almost  touched 
the  shore.     Sailing  was  out  of  the  question. 

"  Then  let  us  show  Alison  Fort 
William,"  said  Flora.  ''  She  ought  to 
begin  at  the  beginning.  She  hasn't  seen 
half  the  place  yet."  So  the  three  of  them 
stepped  down  into  the  road  and  set  out  for 
the  town  ;  the  golden  afternoon  shining  all 
around  them  ;  the  still  air  warm,  and  sweet 
with  the  fragrance  of  these  suburban 
gardens. 

Peace    reigns    in     Fort    William    now. 

VOL.  I.  F 
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Lochiel  has  no  trouble  with  his  clansmen  ; 
the    Government   have    no    trouble    with 
Lochiel ;  the  garrison  buildings  have  been 
turned  into  private  dwellings  ;   women  sit 
on  the  grassy  bastions  of  the  fort  and  knit 
stockings,   sheltering    themselves  from  the 
sun  with  an  old  umbrella ;    in  the  square 
are  wooden  benches  for  looklno^  on  at  the 
tossing    of   the    caber,   putting    the   stone, 
and  other  Highland  games  ;  in  the  fosse  Is 
grown  an  excellent  crop  of  potatoes  and 
cabbages  ;  and  just  outside  there  Is  a  trimly 
kept    bowling-green,    in    which    the    club- 
members  practise  the  gentle  art  of  reach- 
ing the   tee  when   the    waning   afternoon 
releases  them  from  their  desk  or  counter. 
Indeed  it  is  possible  that  Alison,  who  had 
visited  Edinburgh  once  or  twice,  and  had 
passed  the  lofty  crags  and  castle  walls  of 
Stirling,   may  have   been   disappointed    to 
find  a  place  of  fair  historic  fame  with  so 
little  to  show  for  itself;  but  if  Fort  William 
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Is  not  in  itself  picturesque,  it  is  in  the  very 
midst  of  wonderfully  picturesque  surround- 
ings.    When  they  took  her  along  to  "  the 
Craigs,"   and   ascended   the   mound    there, 
she  was  struck  dumb  by  the  singular  and 
varied    and    luminous   beauty  of   the  vast 
panorama  extending  away  in  every  direc- 
tion.    The   wild    hills    of   Lochaber   were 
all  aflame  in  the  sunset  li^ht ;  dark  amid 
trees  stood  the  ruins  of  Inverlochy  Castle  ; 
the    shallow  waters    before    her   stretched 
away    up    to    Corpach,    where    a    flood    of 
golden     radiance     came    pouring    out    of 
Loch  Eil ;    while  all    along  the  west,  and 
as  far    south    as   Ardgour,  the    mountains 
were  deepening  and  deepening  in  shadow, 
making  the  glow  in  the  sky  overhead  all 
the     more     dazzlingly     brilliant.       Alison, 
standing  somewhat  apart    from   her   com- 
panions, and  wholly  silent  and  absent,  was 
wistfully  wishing  that   her  younger    sister 
could  be  here  for  but  an  hour,  for  but  a 
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moment.  Would  It  not  enrich  those  pale 
visions  of  hers  which  formed  so  large  a 
portion  of  her  life  ?  Perhaps  her  imagina- 
tion was  starved  in  so  cold  and  colourless 
a  place  as  Kirk  o'  Shields  ?  And  might 
there  not  be  in  heaven  hlo^h  hills  like 
these,  flame-smitten  with  rose  and  gold, 
and  placid  lakes  reflecting  their  awful  and 
silent  splendour  ?  The  Lord  had  made 
man  in  His  own  Image  ;  was  it  not  possible 
that  in  fashioning  the  earth  He  had  given 
us  glimpses  of  that  distant  and  mystic 
region  which  to  poor  Agnes  seemed  so 
white  and  wan  ?  Why  should  It  be  white 
and  wan  ?  The  Lord  was  the  King  of 
glory.  "  Lift  up  your  heads,  O  ye  gates  ; 
and  be  ye  lifted  up,  ye  everlasting  doors  ; 
and  the  King  of  glory  shall  come  in. 
Who  Is  this  King  of  glory  ?  The  Lord 
strong  and  mighty,  the  Lord  mighty  in 
battle."  Some  strange  kind  of  exaltation 
filled  her  heart,  and  flooded  her  eyes  with 
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tears.  Those  roseate  summits  seemed  so 
far  away  ;  they  were  hardly  of  this  earth  ; 
they  were  God's  footstool,  removed  beyond 
the  habitations  and  the  knowledge  of  men. 
*'  Who  shall  ascend  into  the  hill  of  the 
Lord?"  When  her  cousin  Flora  came 
quickly  forward  in  alarm,  for  she  had 
happened  to  see  the  tears  running  down 
the  girl's  face,  she  found  Alison  all 
trembling,  and  quite  unable  to  speak. 

'*  Why,  what  is  the  matter  ? "  said  she, 
and  she  put  her  arm  within  Alison's  arm  ; 
and  perhaps  she  guessed  a  little.  "  Come, 
come,"  said  she  kindly,  "  you  must  not  let 
a  pretty  evening  in  the  Highlands  bewilder 
you.  I'm  sure  I  beg  your  pardon  for 
leaving  you  to  yourself  for  a  minute  or 
two :  Ludovick  and  I  are  so  deeply 
interested  about  our  new  tennis-court. 
Come  away,  and  we  will  show  you  the 
river  Nevis  ;  and  then  we  shall  have  to  be 
back  in  good  time  for  supper,  you  know, 
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or  else  both  papa  and  Aunt  Gilchrist  will 
be  for  tearing  us  in  pieces."  And  so  she 
led  Alison  away,  and  talked  to  her  un- 
ceasingly, with  plenty  of  help  from  Captain 
Macdonell ;  so  that  long  before  they  had 
returned  to  the  house  the  girl  had  quite 
recovered  her  ordinary  serenity,  and  was 
listening  with  an  equal  amount  of  amuse- 
ment and  of  horror  to  a  recital  of  some  of 
the  doings  of  the  boy  John. 

But,  as  it  happened,  they  had  lingered 
so  long  by  the  banks  of  the  clear-running 
Nevis,  that  when  they  reached  home  again 
they  were  no  less  than  ten  minutes  late  ; 
and  the  reception  they  got — not  from  the 
mild-eyed  and  soft-mannered  Mrs.  Munro, 
nor  yet  from  the  little,  prim,  gray-whiskered 
Doctor,  but  from  Aunt  Gilchrist  herself — 
was  of  the  sharpest.  She  who  had  been 
all  milk-and-honey  in  the  afternoon  was 
now  a  fiery  little  scorpion  ;  and  no  one 
was  safe  from  her  grumblings  and  mutter- 
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ings  and  biting  innuendoes.  It  was  not 
only  the  real  culprits  who  suffered,  as  they 
all  sat  down  at  table  ;  there  was  a  thrust 
here  and  a  thrust  there  ;  nothing,  in- 
deed, in  the  town  of  Fort  William  was 
right  ;  there  were  not  even  two  clocks 
in  the  place  that  kept  the  same  time. 
For  a  while  the  little  Doctor  fretted  and 
fumed  in  silence  ;  at  length  he  said,  petu- 
landy — 

"  I  wish,  Jane,  you  would  pay  some 
heed  to  what  one  tells  you,  and  get  rid  of 
that  neureetis ;  for  as^  long  as  it  keeps 
hanging  about  ye,  ye  do  nothing  but 
grumble  at  the  whole  mortal  world." 

"  Get  rid  of  it !  "  she  said,  with  bitter 
scorn.  ''  Yes,  if  you  can  tell  me  what  it 
is,  and  what  brought  it  there,  and  what's 
going  to  cure  it !  The  more  o'  that  poison 
o'  yours  I  take — your  iodides  and  salicine 
and  stuff — the  worse  it  gets  ;  and  then  ye 
jink  round  the  corner  and  call  it  by  another 
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name.  I  wonder,"  she  went  on  con- 
temptuously, *'  ye  havena  tried  conjuring, 
or  spirit-rapping,  or  reading  a  verse  of  the 
Bible  backward  !  What  kind  o'  tune  is  it 
they  whistle  to  make  serpents  dance  ? 
Could  ye  no  try  that,  Duncan,  my  man, 
when  your  bits  o'  bottles  three  times  a  day 
winna  help  ?  " 

''  If  you'd  take  your  medicine,"  said  he, 
with  some  acerbity,  "  and  leave  alone  that 
port-wine  negus  and  cinnamon  and  sugar, 
you'd  have  a  better  chance  of  getting  well 
— ay,  and  of  improving  your  temper  besides, 
Aunt  Gilchrist,  let  me  tell  you." 

"  And  if  I  have  found  out  the  only  thing 
that  gives  me  a  little  relief,  I'm  sure  it  was 
no  doctor  who  made  the  discovery  for 
me  !  "  she  retorted. 

''  I  should  think  not ! "  he  said,  with 
glooming  brows.  ''  He  that  will  to  Cupar 
maun  to  Cupar.  And  the  relief  you  get  at 
the  time,  or  fancy  you  get,  d'you  no  think 
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you'll   have  to   pay  for  that  ?     What    are 
you  laying  up  for  yourself  ?  " 

*'  What  am  I  laying  up  for  myself  ?  "  she 
answered  snappishly.  "  'Deed,  man,  ye 
talk  as  if  I  was  going  to  live  for  another 
half  century  !  Laying  up  for  myself  ?  I 
dinna  care  what  I'm  laying  up  for  myself, 
so  that  I  can  get  an  occasional  five  minutes' 
peace  and  quiet ;  and  that  I  have  never 
got  from  any  of  your  precious  tablespoonfuls 
three  times  a  day.  Laying  up  for  myself  ? 
Would  ye  talk  like  that  if  ye  felt  the  whole 
o'  your  ten  toes  on  fire,  and  more  fire 
shooting  across  your  ankles  ?  I'm  think- 
ing, Duncan,  my  lad,  ye'd  be  just  as  quick 
as  any  one  to  take  whatever  would  still 
the  pain  ;  and  ye'd  not  be  so  anxious  about 
squeezing  in  another  miserable  year  or  two 
between  yourself  and  your  cofifin.  And  ye 
speak  about  my  temper !  My  temper ! 
Why,  if  ye  get  a  bit  twinge  o'  the  tooth- 
ache, it's  like  bringing  the  heavens  and  the 
earth  to  an  end  ! " 
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She  relapsed  into  silence  and  sulked. 
He  also  relapsed  into  silence  and  sulked  ; 
and  what  conversation  ensued  was  carried 
on  between  Captain  Macdonell  and  F'lora 
and  Hugh.  Alison  observed  that  her 
Aunt  Munro,  so  far  from  betraying  any 
embarrassment  over  thisquarrelling,  seemed 
rather  to  be  amused,  In  her  quiet  way,  and 
did  not  seek  to  interfere. 

Now  the  nine-o'clock  supper  was  the 
chief  meal  of  the  household — the  Doctor 
being  away  most  of  the  day,  and  uncertain 
as  to  his  movements — and  on  the  table 
there  was  a  decanter  of  claret  and  also  one 
of  whiskey,  while  there  was  a  jug  of  beer 
brought  in  for  the  two  young  men.  When 
the  question  of  drinking  came  along,  Mrs. 
Munro  pressed  her  sister-indaw  to  have 
some  claret ;  but  the  offer  was  coldly,  yet 
firmly,  declined.  Aunt  Gilchrist  would 
take  a  little  water,  please.  The  Doctor 
pretended  to  neither  see  nor  hear. 
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"  Duncan,"  said  his  wife,  ''  it  has  been  a 
long  and  a  hot  day  for  you  ;  would  you 
like  some  soda-water  with  your  whiskey  ?  " 

He  did  not  answer.  He  got  up  and 
rang  the  bell.  A  maid-servant  appeared 
at  the  door. 

''  Catherine,  bring  some  hot  w^ater — 
some  boiling  water — and  some  Qrround 
cinnamon,  and  a  lemon." 

Then  he  went  to  the  sideboard  and 
brought  out  a  toddy-tumbler,  a  wineglass, 
and  a  dark  bottle.  x\unt  Gilchrist  would 
take  no  notice  of  his  proceedings.  Mrs. 
Munro  was  talking  to  Alison  ;  Flora  was 
talking  to  Ludovick  Macdonell.  And  mean- 
while, the  servant  having  returned,  the 
little  Doctor  standing  at  the  sideboard  was 
brewing  a  large  beaker  of  port-wine  negus. 

Presently  he  brought  the  steaming 
tumbler,  and  the  small  silver  ladle,  and 
the  wineglass  round  the  table  and  put 
them  before  his  sister. 
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''  I  will  not  take  it !  "  she  said  shortly. 

''  Ye  wi//  take  it !  "  said  he. 

''  I  tell  ye,  I  will  nol  take  it ! "  she  main- 
tained fiercely. 

"  And  I  tell  ye,  ye  will  take  it ! "  he 
insisted,  with  equal  vehemence. 

"  I  will  nol  take  it,  not  a  drop,  while  I 
am  in  this  house  ;  and  ^/la^  will  not  be 
long ! "  said  she,  in  a  very  high  and  mighty 
manner. 

Alison  left  her  seat,  and  came  round  and 
put  her  hand  on  her  aunt's  shoulder.  The 
old  dame  shook  her  off. 

"  Go  away  !  " 

''Aunt  Gilchrist!"  said  Alison. 

The  girl  had  a  soft  and  winning  voice. 
Aunt  Gilchrist  looked  up  for  a  moment 
and  patted  Alison's  hand. 

"Well,  well,  what  is  it  .>  What  does 
the  bit  lady  want  ? " 

"  I  want  you  to  take  the  negus,  Aunt 
Gilchrist,"  Alison  said. 
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Aunt  Gilchrist  stared  defiantly  at  her 
brother. 

"  He  has  put  no  sugar  in  it,"  said  she. 

The  doctor  went  and  fetched  the  sugar, 
and  dropped  one  piece  into  the  rose- 
coloured  fluid. 

"  That's  only  for  periphery,"  said  she, 
discontentedly. 

*'  Oh,  well,  you  stiff-necked  woman  ! 
there's  another  for  deficient  circulation,  and 
here's  another  for  muscular  rheumatism  : 
will  that  do  for  ye  ?  "  said  he,  with  a  con- 
strained laugh  ;  and  when  he  had  plumped 
the  two  pieces  into  the  hot  negus  he  went 
back  to  his  place. 

"  They  Highland  folk  !  "  said  Mrs. 
Munro,  with  a  quiet  smile,  to  Alison. 
"  Their  temper  is  just  like  a  pickle  tow 
brought  near  a  candle.  Decent  Scotch 
bodies  like  you  and  me,  Alison,  try  to 
keep  some  reasonable  control  over  them- 
selves." 
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Now,  whether  it  was  that  this  ^delding 
on  the  part  of  her  brother  had  pleased 
her,  or  whether  it  was  that  the  stimulus  of 
the  hot  negus  did  really  afford  her  some 
assuao^ement  of  her  wanderinor  nerve- 
twinges,  the  old  lady's  mood  was  almost 
instantly  changed.  She  grew  most  com- 
placent and  merry  ;  she  declared  she  would 
soon  teach  the  Doctor  how  to  cure  nervous 
inflammation,  so  that  neuritis  and  peri- 
pheral neuralgia  and  all  the  rest  of  the 
crew  would  simply  fly  at  his  approach — 
especially  if  he  came  with  a  tumbler  of 
port-wine  negus  in  his  hand  ;  she  returned 
to  the  bold  and  generous  undertakings 
and  projects  of  the  afternoon  ;  and  she 
challenged  her  brother  to  show  his  faith  in 
his  assistant  by  leaving  him  in  full  charge 
of  the  patients  for  a  few  days.  When 
the  supper-things  were  removed  she  in- 
sisted on  Ludovick  Macdonell  lio-htino-  his 
pipe — which  he  was  very  loath  to  do,  for 
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no  one  smoked  except  himself;  but  she 
declared  that  the  odour  of  tobacco  in  the 
evening  was  sweeter  to  her  than  the  scent 
of  roses,  for  it  reminded  her  of  happy 
days  long  gone  by.  And  then  (just  as 
Alison  was  expecting  to  see  ''  the  books  " 
brought  in  for  family  worship)  Aunt  Gil- 
christ announced  in  her  tyrannical  way 
that  they  must  have  a  comfortable  little 
game  of  "  catch-the-ten." 

"  Aunt    Gilchrist ! "   said    Flora,   with    a 
laugh,  by  way  of  protest. 
''  Well,  then  ?  " 
"  What  will  Miss  Dimity  Puritan  say  to 

our  playing  cards  ? "   Flora  asked,  with  a 

look  at  her  cousin. 

"  The    bit    lady  ?       Indeed    I    forgot !  " 

said    the    old    dame,    glancing   doubtfully 

across    the     table.       "  But    never     mind  ; 

we'll   not    ask  her   to    play.      Alison    will 

come  and  sit  by  me,  and  I'll  show  her  the 

game." 
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And  so  It  was  that  Alison  (though  with 
some  compunction,  for  she  had  been  taught 
to  reo^ard  "  the  devil's  books "  as  one  of 
Satan's  most  dangerous  and  deadly  devices) 
found  herself  looking  on  at  this  game, 
which,  after  a  little  preliminary  instruction 
as  to  the  names  and  values  of  the  cards, 
she  managed  to  understand  in  a  fashion. 
And  not  only  was  there  no  apparent 
wickedness,  but  she  found  herself  equally 
amused  and  interested.  In  the  very  first 
hand  it  fell  to  her  aunt's  lot  to  hold  the 
ten  of  trumps  ;  and  the  various  efforts 
made  by  the  other  players  to  seize  this 
treasure  Alison  was  sharp  enough  to  guess 
at.  What  she  did  not  know  was  that 
Ludovick  Macdonell,  who  had  a  suspicion 
as  to  where  the  Ten  lay,  intentionally  and 
good-naturedly  sacrificed  his  chance  of 
capturing  it  by  prematurely  throwing  away 
his  Jack — to  Aunt  Gilchrist's  exuberant 
joy  and  triumph — for  ultimately  she  won 
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the  game.  This  evening  Alison  kept  out 
— pleading  her  ignorance  ;  but  she  was  a 
reasonable  and  even  a  clear-headed  kind 
of  creature,  when  she  was  withdrawn  from 
certain  surroundings  and  influences  ;  and 
she  could  not,  for  the  life  of  her,  make 
out  wherein  lay  the  harm  of  this  simple 
pastime.  For  the  rest,  a  great  cheerful- 
ness and  frankness  and  good-humour  pre- 
vailed in  the  little  circle ;  it  w^as  astonishing 
how  quickly  the  time  went  by  ;  she  was 
quite  startled  and  sorry  when  Captain 
Ludovick,  at  the  end  of  a  game,  rose  and 
said  he  must  really  bid  them  good  night 
and  be  off  to  his  hotel.  Indeed  she  Avas 
disappointed  :  he  seemed  to  belong  to  this 
household ;  she  would  rather  he  could 
have  remained  until  the  family  party  finally 
broke  up. 

As  he  was  saying  good-bye,  and  when 
he  came  to  her,  he  took  her  hand  for  a 
second. 

VOL.  I.  G 
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"  I  hope  you  will  be  pleased  with  your 
stay  in  Lochaber,"  he  said. 

''  Ludovick,"  Miss  Flora  interposed, 
"  you  are  not  going  back  to  Oyre  just 
yet  ?  " 

"  Oh  no,"  he  said,  *'  not  for  a  few  days. 
I  have  some  business  that  will  keep  me  in 
the  town." 

''  That's  all  right,"  said  she  at  once,  ''  for 
you  can  neglect  your  business,  and  come 
and  help  me  to  show  Alison  some  of  the 
places  about.  Hugh  won't  be  bothered 
with  us  girls,  so  we  shall  have,  to  depend 
on  you." 

''  I'm  sure  I  shall  be  delio^hted,"  said  the 
young  man  ;  and  then  he  bade  them  a 
eeneral  farewell  ao^aln,  and  went  out  into 
the  night — which  was  all  throbbing  with 
stars,  above  the  black  shadows  of  the  hills. 


CHAPTER  III. 

IN    A    CALDRON    OF    THE    HILLS. 

Alison  did  not  sleep  much  that  night ;  she 
lay  awake  thinking  of  these  kind  people 
among  whom  she  had  come,  of  their  frank 
and  pleasant  ways,  their  good-natured 
banter  of  each  other,  their  affection,  and 
their  obvious  desire  that  she  should  feel 
herself  at  home  among  them.  And  as  for 
the  only  one  of  them  who  was  a  stranger 
to  her — Captain  Macdonell — she  was  re- 
solved to  place  herself  on  very  friendly 
terms  with  him,  if  he  also  was  willing. 
From  the  "  Ludovick "  and  '^  Flora"  of 
their  mode  of  address,  and  from  his  general 
footing  in  the   house,  it  was  clear  to  her 
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that  Captain  Macdonell  was  her  cousin's 
accepted  lover ;  so  that  she — that  is,  AHson 
— could  extend  towards  him  a  kind  of 
sisterly  familiarity  without  fear  ;  and, 
besides,  Flora  would  be  pleased  to  find 
that  her  choice  was  thought  much  of  and 
approved.  That  was  one  point.  Then 
again  she  bethought  her  as  to  how  she 
could  manage  to  convince  her  aunt  that  it 
was  not  any  hope  of  inheriting  money  that 
had  brought  her  away  from  Kirk  o'  Shields, 
or  induced  her  to  obey  similar  previous 
summonses.  That  she  was  to  inherit 
Aunt  Gilchrist's  money  was  quite  freely 
spoken  of,  by  the  old  lady  among  the  rest ; 
and  indeed  Alison  was  not  thinking  much 
of  herself  in  the  matter  ;  she  w^as  mostly 
anxious  that  none  of  them  should  imagine 
that  her  father  had  any  mercenary  end  in 
view  in  consenting  to  these  visits.  But 
how  was  she  to  show  her  own  independ- 
ence,  or  his    indifference  ?     If  Aunt   Gil- 
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chrlst  had  been  a  purse-proud,  overbearing 
woman,  Alison  could  have  faced  her  in 
battle-royal,  and  cut  and  slashed  in  scorn, 
and  gone  proudly  home.  But  to  face 
Aunt  Gilchrist !  She  was  the  most 
whimsical  of  odd  little  tyrants.  When 
she  lashed,  it  was  with  a  laugh.  Her 
deadliest  quarrels — with  her  brother — had 
only  the  tormenting  of  him  for  their  aim. 
And  as  res^ards  Alison  herself,  her  treat- 
ment  of  "  the  bit  lady "  (except  for  an 
occasional  snap  when  a  sharper  twinge 
than  usual  shot  through  her  ankles)  was 
just  goodness  itself.  No,  she  could  find 
no  pretext  for  fighting  Aunt  Gilchrist ; 
but  the  reflection  was  not  a  painful  one  ; 
and  it  was  with  a  pleased  and  dazed  sense 
that  under  this  roof  there  reigned  a  great 
good-will  and  content,  and  mutual  and 
general  kindness,  that  at  last  she  fell 
asleep. 

In  her  dreams  she  was   back   again  in 
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Kirk  o'  Shields.  It  seemed  to  her  that 
she  was  lying  awake  in  her  own  small 
room.  Black  night  was  all  around,  save 
for  the  lurid  flames  that  shot  up  into  the 
startled  sky.  She  hardly  dared  stir  or 
breathe,  for  might  not  her  sister  be  listen- 
ing for  that  strange  visitant — the  pale 
mother — who  would  come  and  stand  by 
the  bedside — smiling  and  benignant — seen 
and  yet  unsubstantial,  heard  and  yet  voice- 
less and  noiseless  ?  Was  that  a  moan  or 
wail  coming  from  the  room  close  by  in 
which  the  servants  slept  ?  and  was  the 
poor  creature  Margaret,  unable  to  close 
her  eyes,  torturing  herself  with  thoughts  of 
her  eternal  doom  ?  This  seemed  to  be  a 
terrible  night,  so  long,  so  sombre,  so  hope- 
less. For  what  was  there  to  look  forward 
to  ?  The  morning  would  but  bring  her  the 
sight  of  a  thousand  chimneys  vomiting 
smoke  and  fire  into  the  surcharged  and 
heavy    air ;    bedraggled    women,    tired    of 
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face,  and  with  shawls  sheltering  their  head 
from  the  rain,  would  be  trudging  silent  to 
their  work  ;  poor  little  brats,  barefooted, 
would  be  making  their  way  along  the  miry 
streets  to  school.  Then  all  day  long  the 
clash  and  din  and  thud  of  engines  ;  the  air 
becoming  thicker  and  thicker  with  poisonous 
fumes ;  the  dusk  coming  on  prematurely, 
and  the  flames  of  the  furnaces  showing 
redder  and  redder  through  the  gathering 
darkness.  Is  it  time  for  the  books  now  ? 
It  is  enough  to  make  one's  heart  bleed  to 
hear  this  poor  woman  praising  the  Lord 
for  all  His  goodness  to  her,  and  to  know 
that  she  is  looking  forward  to  an  eternity 
of  punishrnent.  But  soon  she  will  have 
retired  for  the  night ;  and  may  a  merciful 
Heaven  grant  her  some  brief  spell  of 
forgetfulness — this  poor  Margaret,  with 
the  saddened  eyes  !  Or  is  it  only  His 
beloved  to  whom  He  giveth  sleep  ?  For 
those  others — the    hapless    lost  ones — for 
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them  the  worm  that  dieth  not,  and  the  fire 
that  shall  not  be  quenched. 

Alison  awoke  with  a  cry.  But  what 
was  this  ?  Black  nio^ht  was  no  lono^er 
around  her,  with  lowering  skies  and  lurid 
flames  ;  Kirk  o'  Shields  had  vanished  ;  the 
solitary  window  of  this  neat,  small  room 
had  grown  to  be  of  a  beautiful,  pale, 
bluish-gray.  The  dawn  had  come,  silent 
and  mystical.  A  flood  of  joy  and  peace 
and  gratitude  filled  her  heart  ;  the  day 
before  her  had  no  further  dread  for  her  ; 
the  fair  world  would  once  more  be  shining 
all  around  her,  a  gladness  and  a  wonder  to 
her  eyes.  Nay,  even  now,  before  any  in 
the  house  were  up,  might  she  not  make 
assurance  doubly  sure  that  all  these  visions 
and  terrors  were  fled,  and  the  new,  calm 
day  arrived,  with  its  beneficent  beauty  and 
stillness  ?  She  stealthily  rose,  and  got 
hold  of  a  light  travelling  cloak,  which  she 
flunof-  round  her  shoulders  ;   then  she  went 
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to  the  window  and  removed  the  small 
muslin  sash,  and  drew  a  chair  into  the 
embrasure,  and  sat  down  there.  She 
seemed  to  hold  her  breath  as  she  looked 
forth.  The  night  was  gone,  but  the  day 
was  not  yet  here  ;  all  things  looked  ghostly 
and  pale  and  strange ;  the  motionless 
waters  of  the  lake,  the  wooded  hills,  the 
wan  heavens  themselves  were  as  if  they 
slept — as  if  they  had  slept,  even  as  they 
were  now,  since  creation's  morn.  Nothing 
stirred  ;  there  was  not  a  sound.  On  the 
calm  bosom  of  the  water  the  dark-ereen 
fir-woods  of  the  opposite  shore  and  the 
pale  lilac  heights  above  them  were  faith- 
fully reflected — except  where  some  long 
and  shallow  banks  showed  in  orange  sea- 
weed above  the  surface.  A  small  scarlet 
object  far  away  floated  double  on  this 
liquid  plain  ;  she  guessed  that  it  might  be 
a  buoy  to  mark  the  steamers'  course.  A 
faint    mist    that    huno-    about    the    woods 
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appeared  to  be  lessening — that  was  the 
only  sign  of  change,  and  of  the  slow  pro- 
gress of  the  hours. 

But  as  she  sat  there  alone,  and  more 
than  content,  a  transformation  was  taking 
place  that  at  first  she  did  not  perceive. 
There  was  no  archangel's  trump  to  declare 
the  daybreak  ;  it  came  all  so  silently  ;  the 
hill-tops  had  been  touched  by  the  rosy 
light  ere  she  was  aware.  And  then  she 
looked  up.  Above  the  dark-green  woods, 
above  the  purple  slopes  and  shoulders,  the 
far-receding  summits  were  bathed  in  a 
faint  ethereal  crimson,  and  the  heavens 
overhead  were  of  gold.  The  whole  world 
seemed  to  grow  warmer.  There  were 
intermingling  colours  on  the  wide  waters 
of  the  lake.  What  was  this  sudden  cry, 
too,  starding  the  silence  ?  A  sea-swallow 
had  struck  down  upon  that  glassy  plain, 
emerging  with  its  prey  in  its  beak ;  its 
companions  came  screaming  and  dipping 
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and  flashing  around  it.  The  new  day 
broadened  and  descended  from  the  hills  ; 
the  sunlight  fell  upon  the  fir-woods  oppo- 
site ;  far  away  in  the  north  a  small  red 
object,  leaving  a  brown  trail  behind  it, 
began  to  move  slowly  along  :  was  that  the 
great  steamer,  with  its  scarlet  funnels, 
coming  south  ?  She  heard  sounds  below  ; 
the  household  was*  stirring.  And  then  she 
stole  quickly  back  to  bed  again,  lest  her 
cousin  Flora  should  come  to  seek  her  ;  but 
her  closed  eyes  still  beheld  the  beauty  and 
the  majesty  and  the  wistfulness  of  that 
silent  dawn,  that  seemed  to  have  belonged 
to  herself  alone. 

And  it  was  Flora,  as  it  chanced,  who 
first  came  to  call  her ;  the  young  lady 
appearing  at  the  door  of  the  room  with  a 
telegram  in  her  hand. 

"  Look  at  this  now,  Alison  ;  was  there 
ever  anything  so  unfortunate  ! "  said  she 
(and  it  was  only  when  she  was  excited  or 
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unusually  emphatic  that  a  trace  of  High- 
land accent  was  heard  in  her  speech  :  she 
said,  *'  Was  there  effer  anything  so  un- 
fhortunate !  "). 

Then  it  turned  out  that  certain  friends 
from  the  south  had  telegraphed  that  they 
would  reach  Ballachulish  that  afternoon, 
on  their  way  to  Tyndrum  next  day  ;  and 
that  they  hoped  Flora  and  Hugh  would 
come  down  and  spend  the  evening  with 
them.  They  were  almost  bound  to  go, 
Flora  explained ;  but  how  could  she  leave 
her  cousin  just  as  she  had  arrived  ?  Alison 
assured  her  that  she  need  have  no  scruple. 
What  was  a  single  day  ?  Besides,  it  was 
her — Alison's — place  to  remain  with  her 
aunt,  and  try  to  amuse  her  a  little  ;  she 
would  have  plenty  of  occupation  till  the 
two  cousins  returned  from  Ballachulish. 

But  Aunt  Gilchrist  was  of  a  different 
mind,  when,  the  brother  and  sister  being 
ready  to  start  for  the  steamer,  Alison  pro- 
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posed  to  remain  in  the  house  and  help  her 
aunt  with  her  sewing,  or  read  to  her,  or 
otherwise  wait  on  her. 

''  Read  to  me  !  "  exclaimed  the  old  lady, 
who  had  been  peevishly  grumbling  all 
through  breakfast-time.  *'  Do  ye  want 
your  head  snapped  off?  If  they  fools  o' 
doctors  cannot  get  this  wretched  thing  out 
o'  my  old  bones — or  nerves,  or  muscles,  or 
whatever  it  is — why  should  you  suffer,  you 
stupid  creature  ?  Do  ye  want  to  be  torn 
in  bits  ? " 

''I'm  not  afraid.  Aunt  Gilchrist,"  said 
Alison,  with  a  smile — and  when  she  smiled 
she  showed  she  had  exceedingly  pretty 
teeth,  as  Flora  noticed. 

''  Go  away ! "  continued  the  old  lady, 
with  a  sour  face.  "  Go  down  to  the  quay 
with  Hugh  and  Flora,  and  see  them  leave  ; 
then  be  off  by  yourself,  and  keep  out  o'  my 
reach  till  the  afternoon  :  I've  not  taken  a 
drop  o'  their  poisonous  iodides  this  morn- 


94  IN    FAR    LOCHABER. 

ing,  SO  I  may  be  better  by  then,  and  we'll 
•go  for  a  drive.  Now  be  off  with  ye,  and 
not  another  word." 

Alison  did  as  she  was  bid  ;  and  having 
seen  her  cousins  leave  by  the  steamer,  she 
returned  to  the  main  street  of  the  little 
town,  and  idly  passed  along  that,  looking 
at  the  small  shop-windows  and  their  modest 
displays.  She  had  no  definite  idea  of 
where  she  was  going,  but  she  naturally 
followed  the  route  with  which  she  was 
already  familiar.  She  passed  the  fort. 
She  left  the  last  of  the  villas  behind,  and 
went  away  along  the  dusty  road  until  she 
reached  the  banks  of  the  river  Nevis  ;  and 
here  she  lingered  and  loitered  from  time  to 
time  as  an  opening  among  the  thick  foliage 
of  overhanging  ash  and  alder  and  sycamore 
enabled  her  to  look  down  into  the  clear- 
running  stream.  It  was  with  an  inex- 
pressible wonder  and  delight  that  she 
regarded    the    loveliness   of  these    banks, 
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and  listened  to  the  soft,  continuous  murmur 
of  the  river.     The  only  waters  she  knew 
in   Kirk  o'   Shields  were,  first  of  all,  the 
canal — which  seemed  merely  an  intensifi- 
cation of  all  the  surrounding  squalor ;  and, 
secondly,  a  little  burn  w^hich  ran  through 
a  deep  chasm  some  five  or  six  miles  away  : 
the  chasm  itself  was  picturesque  enough, 
but  all  its  foliage  was  blighted  and  black- 
ened, and  the  sluggish  burn  at  the  foot  was 
of  the  colour  of  mud  as  it  wound  its  way 
out  into  the  grimy  and  melancholy  fields. 
But  look  at  this  stream  here — where  the 
sunlight    found    an    opening    through    the 
trees,  and  flashed  a  million  diamonds  upon 
the  laughing  ■  ripples.      The  water  was  of 
the    clearest     golden-brown  ;     she     could 
see  the  colour  of  every  red  and  olive-green 
pebble  at  the  bottom.     The   overhanging 
branches,  too,   that  trembled  in  the  warm 
sunlight  were    of  a  bright  and  beautiful, 
sometimes  of  a  translucent,  green.     And 
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this  pleasant,  murmuring  music  had  no 
kind  of  sadness  in  it ;  it  was  cheerful — 
as  the  sunlight,  and  the  fresh  colours, 
and  the  sweet  air  all  around  her  were  : 
she  wished  that  Agnes  V^re  here,  if 
only  for  one  brief  minute,  to  see  and  to 
hear. 

She  was  wandering  along  idly  enough, 
at  peace  with  all  the  world,  and  well  con- 
tent with  the  solitariness,  and  the  sunlight, 
and  the  placid  murmur  of  the  river,  when 
she  became  aware  that  some  one  was 
behind  her  and  overtaking  her. 
''Good  morning,  Miss  Blair!" 
She  recognized  the  voice  at  once,  and 
she  turned  forthwith  to  give  Captain 
Macdonell  a  friendly  welcome.  She  was 
not  in  the  least  confused.  He  was  a  com- 
panionable kind  of  person — simple,  off- 
hand, good-natured  in  his  manner,  and 
there  was  a  bright  confidence  in  his  look 
that  commended  him  ;  besides,  for  Flora's 
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sake,  she  wanted  to  be  specially  kind  to 
Captain  Ludovlck. 

"  I  saw  you  from  the  window  of  my 
hotel,"  he  said  without  more  ado ;  ''  and 
as  soon  as  I  could  get  rid  of  the  man  with 
whom  I  was  engaged  I  followed  you.  Do 
you  want  a  guide  ?  Are  you  going  up  the 
Ben  ?  I  heard  that  Flora  and  Hu^h  had 
gone  South,  and  I  was  coming  along  to 
offer  my  services,  if  I  had  not  seen  you 
go  by." 

She  told  him  she  had  no  Idea  of  eolne 
up  Ben  Nevis  ;  she  had  only  come  out  for 
a  bit  of  a  stroll. 

"  Yes,  of  course,"  said  he.  ''You  mustn't 
attempt  Ben  Nevis  until  you  get  a  little 
used  to  hill  climbing.  I'll  tell  you  what 
we'll  do  ;  we'll  get  a  couple  of  ponies  some 
evening,  if  this  fine  weather  lasts,  and  you 
and  Flora  will  ride  to  the  top,  and  Hugh 
and  I  will  go  with  you,  and  Johnny  to 
bring  the  ponies  down.     Then  you'll  stay 

VOL.  I.  H 
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the  night  at  the  little  wooden  caravanserai, 
to  get  up  in  the  morning  to  see  the  sun 
rise  out  of  the  German  Ocean.  How  will 
that  do  ?  " 

''  I  never  was  on  horseback  in  my  life," 
said  she,  somewhat  aghast. 

''Oh,  but  that's  all  right,"  said  he. 
"  You'll  hold  on  ;  you've  merely  to  lean 
well  forward  at  the  steep  places.  Well, 
now,  where  are  you  going  at  present  ? 
Would  you  like  to  try  a  bit  of  the  hill 
by  way  of  experiment  ?  Suppose  we  go 
along,  and  I  will  show  you  the  old  track 
for  ascending  the  hill  before  they  cut  the 
pony-track." 

So  these  two  went  on  tos^ether,  she 
accepting  his  escort  quite  naturally  ;  and 
she  was  resolved  on  the  first  opportunity  to 
say  something  very  pretty  about  Flora,  so 
as  to  please  him.  But  she  did  not  get  the 
chance — at  least,  not  then.  He  was  in  a 
very    gay    and    talkative    mood,   and    was 
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doing  his  best  to  interest  and  amuse  her, 
and  to  instruct  her  too. 

*'  Oh  yes,"  he  was  saying,  in  answer  to 
some  chance  remark  of  hers,  "  all  this  is 
very  pretty — very  beautiful,  if  you  like. 
But  it  isn't  Lochaber  at  all.  Lochaber  is 
wild.  These  hills  just  now  are  like  the 
hills  you  see  from  the  Nile— pale  chromo- 
lithographs ;  that  isn't  Lochaber.  You 
want  to  see  this  neiorhbourhood  after  a 
couple  of  days  of  Atlantic  squalls — with 
heavy  purple  clouds  and  brilliant  lights 
flashing  about.  You  should  get  Hugh  to 
talk  to  you  about  that " 

She  glanced  up  with  a  little  surprise. 

"Ah,  you  don't  know  Hugh  yet,  I 
should  imagine,"  said  he.  "  He  is  a  little 
shy.  But  he  is  a  very  extraordinary  lad  ; 
he  has  all  the  Celtic  sensitiveness  to  what 
is  fine  in  music  and  painting  and  poetry  ; 
he  seems  to  know  by  instinct  what  is 
right ;  and  Flora  has  a  good  deal  of  the 
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same  quality  too.  It  Isn't  that  they  them- 
selves try  to  do  much  ;  but  their  apprecia- 
tion of  what  Is  most  beautiful,  of  what  Is 
best  in  all  the  arts,  seem^  to  be  so 
marvellous  ;  it  seems  to  be  some  kind  of 
sixth  sense  ;  I  don't  understand  It  myself, 
but  I  can  see  how  true  and  fine  their 
judgment  Is " 

*'  But  you  are  Highland  too,  are  you 
not  ?  "  Alison  said  gently. 

"  Oh,  I  am  a  duffer,"  said  he  quite 
simply,  as  they  walked  along  ;  "  and  It's  a 
good,  wholesome  thing,  when  you  are  a 
duffer,  to  know  It.  But  that  fellow  Hugh 
—  why,  he  does  all  sorts  of  things  by  a 
kind  of  instinct.  You  wouldn't  think  he 
was  a  bundle  of  nerves,  would  you  ? — he's 
as  strong  as  a  young  colt.  But  If  you're 
driving  with  him,  he's  the  first  to  tell  If 
anything  goes  wrong  with  the  springs,  and 
he's  the  first  to  notice  If  the  horse  goes  a 
bit  lame.      I   declare  to  you  he  can  sail  a 
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boat  better  than  I  can,  and  I've  been  at  it 
all  my  life,  and  he  has  spent  half  his  time 
in   Edinburgh   at    his    classes.      It's  some 
nicety    of    touch    he's    got — all    the    way 
round ;   you  should  see  him  throw  a  cast 
of  trout-flies  on  to  smooth  water,  or  screw 
a  ball  over  a  tennis-net.      And   his  sister 
has    a   great    deal    of    the    same    faculty, 
though    of   course    she   has   not  tried   her 
hand   at    so   many  different  things.     You 
wouldn't  think  she  was  very  sensitive  to 
impressions,     would    you  ?       You     might 
even,"    he    added,    rather    turning    to    his 
companion  and  regarding  her — "  you  might 
even  say  she  was  a  trifle  careless — and — 
and  robust — even  mannish — in  her  ways  ?  " 
''  But    surely,"    said    Alison,    with    the 
blood  mantling  in  her  cheeks  (for  now  was 
her  chance) — "  surely  that  very  frankness 
comes   from    her  honesty,   and  her  good- 
nature,   and    her   kind  intention    towards 
you  ?     Surely  that  is  so  ! " 
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''  Yes,  I  think  it  is,"  he  said,  but  not  so 
warmly  as  AHson  could  have  wished  ;  "  I 
think  she  always  means  well,  and  knows 
it,  and  is  not  very  particular  about  people's 
opinion  of  her.  However,  she  seems  to 
have  quite  the  same  instinctive  apprecia- 
tion that  he  has  of  what  is  fine  in  music, 
or  in  poetry,  or  in  the  colour  of  a  bit  of 
silk,  for  the  matter  of  that.  Neither  the 
one  nor  the  other  professes  to  sing,  you 
know ;  you  couldn't  persuade  them  to  try 
a  song  indoors,  before  strangers  at  least  ; 
but  if  you  are  out  in  a  boat  with  them  in 
the  eveninor  and  one  or  the  other  beeins 
with  some  of  the  old  Gaelic  airs,  then 
you  never  heard  two  voices  in  your  life 
that  went  toQ:ether  with  such  a  singular 
harmony.  There  is  no  effort ;  they  don't 
seem  to  care ;  sometimes  he  sings  second 
to  her,  sometimes  she  sings  second  to 
him  ;  and  it  is  a  fragmentary  kind  of  thing 
— a  line  of  a  verse,  or  merely  the  humming 
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of  the  tune.  Sometimes  I  think  he  should 
have  been  trained  as  a  musician." 

'*  And  yet  he  is  going  to  be  an  archi- 
tect ? "  said  she. 

He  noticed  the  touch  of  surprise,  perhaps 
of  disappointment,  in  her  tone. 

"  Oh,  but  you  must  get  Hugh  in  a 
confidential  mood,  and  then  he  will  show 
to  you  that  architecture  is  the  noblest  of  all 
the  arts  ;  and  not  only  so,  but  that  it  com- 
bines all  the  others.  However,  it  isn't  to 
everybody  he  confides  his  ambitions.  For 
my  part,  I  believe  there  are  the  makings 
of  a  very  great  man  in  that  lad,  though  he 
is  just  now  entirely  occupied  in  building  a 
jib  and  mainsail  sailing-boat.  Yes  ;  I'm 
looking  forward  to  the  time  when  I  shall 
be  a  broken-down  old  Highland  laird,  with 
a  snuff-box  and  an  old  collie  as  my  chief 
companions,  and  Hugh  Munro  will  be 
away  in  the  South,  one  of  the  great  men 
of  the  world,  building  monuments  that  will 
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preserve  his  name  for  centuries.  You 
don't  see  much  in  Hugh,  perhaps  ? — he's 
shy  ;  but  I  know  I  am  right." 

By  this  time  they  were  crossing  a  wide 
stretch  of  undulating  moorland,  by  a  path 
marked  here  and  there  by  a  bit  of  smooth- 
worn  rock,  and  here  and  there  by  a  few 
scattered  stones  among  the  tufts  of  coarse 
grass  and  heather.  Far  above  them 
towered  the  mighty  bulk  of  the  Ben — 
what  they  could  see  of  it,  that  is — the 
massive  shoulders  seamed  with  deep  scars, 
the  lilac-gray  rocks  wet  in  places  and 
glittering  In  the  sun.  He  was  walking  at 
a  studiously  moderate  pace,  to  encourage 
her  ;  every  now  and  again  he  would  stop 
for  half  a  second,  that  they  might  go  on 
together. 

''  You  must  tell  me,"  said  he,  "  not  when 
you  are  tired,  but  when  you  think  you  are 
beelnnlne  to  be  tired — then  we  will  turn." 

"  But    I   am  a  very  good  walker,"  she 
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made  answer.  "  At  Kirk  o'  Shields,  if 
you  want  to  see  a  few  green  leaves  and 
bushes — and  they  are  not  very  green,  poor 
things — or  if  you  want  to  hunt  for  a  prim- 
rose in  the  spring-time,  you've  got  to  walk 
away  out  to  Kirtle  Burn,  nearly  six  miles 
off.  That  is  a  good  walk,  there  and 
back." 

''You  ought  to  drive  there  and  back, 
and  have  all  your  time  at  the  place : 
wouldn't  that  be  more  sensible  ?  "  he  sug- 
gested. 

"At  Kirk  o'  Shields  no  one  ever  drives, 
except  to  a  funeral,"  said  Alison  quite 
simply,  and  without  being  in  the  least 
aware  of  the  grimness  of  her  answer. 

They  were  now  ascending  the  lower 
slopes  of  the  mountain,  and  she  was  doing 
excellently  well  under  his  careful  en- 
couragement and  supervision. 

"  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  we  got  as  far  as 
the    tarn,",  said    he    cheerfully,     "and     I 
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should  consider  that  a  very  creditable 
performance  for  a  first  attempt." 

''If  I  can  get  up  so  far,"  said  she, 
laughing,  but  pausing  to  take  breath  all 
the  same,  "  that  will  be  all  right ;  for  we're 
bound  to  get  down  somehow." 

"Well,  you've  done  enough  for  the 
present ;  you  must  rest  for  a  few  minutes 
now,"  said  he ;  and  he  chose  out  a  dry 
hillock  where  she  could  have  a  comfortable 
seat. 

He  sat  down  beside  her.  They  were 
now  at  a  considerable  height,  and  there 
was  a  spacious  view  before  them,  across 
the  wide,  undulating  country  to  the  long 
ranges  of  hills  in  the  north.  And  truly 
there  was  not  much  of  wild  Lochaber 
about  the  still,  beautiful,  soft-tinted  picture  : 
those  far  hills  of  faint  rose-purple  were 
about  as  pale  in  hue  and  as  ethereal  as  the 
sky  immediately  over  their  summits. 

"  I   hope  you  will  get  a  day  like  this," 
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said   he,    "  if  your  Aunt   Gilchrist    should 
think  of  driving  you  over  to  Oyre." 

-To " 

"  To  Oyre — that  is  my  father's  place," 
he  explained.  "  And  I  hope  you  will  pay 
us  a  little  visit.  I  should  like  you  to  see 
my  father ;  why,  you  cannot  go  away  from 
the  Highlands  without  having  seen  the 
last  of  the  old  Highland  gentlemen." 

She  looked  up,  a  little  astonished,  and 
he  smiled. 

*'  That  is  what  Hugh  and  Flora  call 
him  ;  but  I  think  it  would  be  better  to  say 
the  last  of  the  old-fashioned  Highland 
gentlemen.  Yes,  he  is  of  the  old  school 
entirely  ;  and  so  is  the  house,  and  so  are 
all  his  belongings.  He  w^on't  part  with 
anybody  who  has  been  years  in  his  service  ; 
no,  nor  with  any  horse  or  dog  that  has 
done  good  work  for  him  :  it's  a  rare 
hospital  for  incurables  that  we  have  at 
Oyre.     And,  as  you  may  imagine,  the  old 
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gentleman  is  greatly  given  to  praising  past 
times,  and  magnifying  the  joy  that  used  to 
exist  then.  You  see,  he  remembers  the 
Ceilidh.  The  Ceilidh^'  he  continued — and 
he  was  carelessly  pulling  a  twig  of  heather 
now  and  again,  and  she  was  contentedly 
listening,  for  his  voice  was  pleasant  to 
hear,  and  that  was  a  beautiful,  distant 
panorama  spread  out  all  before  her,  and 
the  very  solitude  was  a  grateful  kind  of 
thing — "  well,  that  is  only  the  Gaelic  word 
for  a  visit ;  but  it  used  to  be  the  custom 
for  the  young  girls  of  a  village  to  meet  at 
a  particular  house  in  the  evening,  and  take 
their  work  with  them,  and  then  the  young 
men  would  come  in,  naturally,  and  there 
would  be  songs  and  stories,  and  often  a 
little  dancing,  to  the  sound  of  the  pipes. 
It  was  all  very  harmless  and  innocent ; 
and  if  a  young  man  could  compose  a  good 
song  about  his  sweetheart,  there  was  his 
chance ;    and  if  one  could  play  the  pipes 
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well,  or  tell  a  thrilling  ghost  story,  there 
was  the  chance  too.  But  nowadays,  where 
is  all  that  gone  ?  My  father  will  tell  you 
that  it  is  the  Free  Church  that  has  taken 
the  heart  and  soul  out  of  the  life  of  the 
Hiorhlanders." 

She  started  as  he  spoke,  but  he  did  not 
notice. 

"  No  more  music,  no  more  sinorinor  no 
more  dancing,  no  rational  enjoyment  what- 
ever— that's  the  programme,"  he  went  on, 
all  unwittingly.  "  If  a  visit  is  paid  to  any 
one  in  the  village,  it  is  to  talk  about 
saving  grace  and  the  carnality  of  works — 
that's  the  Ceilidh  nowadays  !  Why,  some 
of  the  militia  lads,  who  come  over  from 
the  outlying  islands,  are  just  like  to  go 
mad  when  they  hear  the  pipes.  The 
pipes  are  forbidden  in  nearly  all  the  islands 
now  :  the  Free  Kirk  ministers  will  have 
nothing  more  wildly  hilarious  than  the 
Jew's-harp,  if  the  young  folks  must  have 
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music.  Really  one  loses  patience  to  see 
a  simple  and  generous  and  naturally  light- 
hearted  people  tyrannized  over  by  a  set  of 
men  who  are  Ignorant,  Ill-educated,  narrow- 
minded,  without  any  knowledge  of  the 
world  whatever,  and  with  no  more  under- 
standing of  human  nature  than  a  cow  has 
of  algebra " 

But  here  he  laughed  at  his  own 
vehemence. 

''  You  will  think  I  have  put  on  my 
father's  mantle,"  said  he;  "and  yet  I  con- 
fess It  does  make  me  feel  a  little  wild  to 
see  one  of  those  Illiterate,  ill-conditioned 
boors  become  the  spiritual  master  of  a 
whole  community  of  Highlanders — who 
are  at  heart  gentlemen.  Sometimes,"  he 
continued  (and  he  was  far  too  much  en- 
gaged with  those  twigs  of  heather  to  notice 
the  expression  of  his  companion's  face), 
"  I  am  extremely  happy  to  say,  one  of 
them  gets   hoist  with  his  own  petard.      I 
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know  of  a  parish  where  the  crofters  were 
not  so  badly  off,  as  things  go  ;  but  this 
fellow  came  among  them,  sowing  ill-will, 
talking  about  tyranny  and  slavery  and  all 
the  rest ;  and  at  last  he  got  what  he 
wanted — they  chose  him  to  be  their 
minister ;  and  there  he  was  installed  as 
the  champion  of  the  rights  of  the  people. 
But  his  popularity  did  not  last  very  long. 
He  w^as  so  inconsistent  as  to  complain  to 
the  policeman  that  somebody  had  stolen 
his  gooseberries,  and  also  that  some  other 
person  had  actually  opened  his  gate  and 
driven  a  cart  across  his  field  by  way  of  a 
short  cut ;  whereupon  he  was  immediately 
and  angrily  denounced  by  his  congregation 
as  an  aristocrat,  a  land-owner,  and  an 
enemy  of  the  poor  ;  and  when  the  Susten- 
tation  Fund  collectors  went  round,  they 
came  back  with  empty  books — nobody 
would  subscribe  a  blessed  farthing.  Oh 
yes,  they're  a  set  of  nice,  pleasant,  peace- 
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making,  considerate,  gentlemanly  fellows, 
those  Free  Kirk  ministers  ! "  said  this 
young  man.  "  I  suppose  your  father 
doesn't  come  much  In  contact  with  them, 
Miss  Blair  ?  He  is  a  clergyman,  is  he 
not  ? " 

"  My  father  Is  a  Free  Church  minister," 
Alison  said  quietly. 

Then  young  Macdonell  leaped  to  his  feet 
as  though  he  had  been  shot  through  the 
heart ;  and  his  handsome  face,  that  ordi- 
narily shone  with  a  sunny  good-humour 
and  gaiety,  was  hot  and  red  with  bitter 
mortification. 

*'  It's  true  what  they  say,"  he  exclaimed, 
as  if  he  were  gnashing  the  words  between 
his  teeth,  ''that  the  sons  of  the  Highlanders 
are  not  as  their  fathers  were.  My  father 
would  have  made  no  such  mistake.  He 
would  have  found  out  before  uttering  a 
word.  Miss  Blair,  how  am  I  to  ask  your 
pardon  ? " 


IN    A    CALDRON    OF    THE    HILLS.  II3 

His  distress — his  humiliation — his  abject 
self-abasement — was  quite  painful  to  wit- 
ness ;  and  Alison,  looking  up  for  a  moment 
with  her  honest,  clear  gray  eyes,  was  all 
anxiety  to  say  a  few  reassuring  words  to 
him. 

''  But  why  should  you  think  you  have 
offended  me  ? "  she  asked,  in  her  gentle 
way — and  she  was  looking  down  again 
now.  "  I  don't  know  anything  about  the 
Free  Church  ministers  in  the  Highlands. 
Perhaps  what  you  say  of  them  is  true  ; 
and  if  it  is  true,  why  should  it  not  be  said 
and  known  ? " 

*'  But  I  had  no  Idea  your  father  was  a 
Free  Church  minister ! "  he  exclaimed. 

"  Of  course  I  knew  that,"  said  she,  in 
the  most  friendly  fashion  possible.  "  And 
I  am  sure  of  this  too,  that  If  you  knew  my 
father  you  would  not  include  him  among 
the  stirrers-up  of  ill-will  and  dissension. 
He  Is  strict  In  his  Ideas  of  what  the  con- 
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duct  of  a  professed  Christian  should  be  ; 
yes,  and  a  little  old-fashioned,  too,  perhaps, 
about  many  observances  ;  but  I  think  if 
you  knew  him  you  would  respect  and 
honour  him  for  the  very  way  in  which  he 
clings  to  the  customs  of  his  forefathers.  I 
suppose  you  never  heard  of  the  Blairs  of 
Moss-end  ?  " 

She  looked  up  with  a  quiet  smile. 

''  N — no,  I'm  afraid  not,"  he  admitted. 

"  Nor  of  Adam  Blair,  the  famous 
Seceder  ?  "  she  continued  ;  and  there  was 
some  amusement  In  her  eyes  as  she  thus 
proclaimed  her'  pride  of  ancestry.  "  I 
suppose  not.  But  our  family  are  descend- 
ants of  his  ;  and,  of  course,  noblesse  oblige  : 
we  have  to  maintain  our  own  principles 
and  practice,  whatever  our  neighbours  may 
do." 

Indeed  she  was  obviously  bent  on 
removing  the  chaofrin  that  was  still  visible 
in  the  young  man's  face ;  and  when  they 
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again  set  forth  to  breast  the  steep  indine, 
she  proceeded  to  tell  him  some  stones  of 
those  Blairs  of  former  days,  which  seemed 
to  suggest  that,  however  austere  in  piety 
they  may  have  been,  they  could  also 
exhibit  a  grim  sort  of  humour  on  occasion. 
But  the  memory  of  his  grievous  blunder 
was  not  yet  gone  from  him.  He  was 
rather  silent.  She  had  to  do  nearly  the 
whole  of  the  talking — which  was  grossly 
unfair,  for  she  needed  all  the  breath  she 
could  get  for  her  climbing ;  while  he 
stepped  from  tuft  to  tuft,  or  from  stone  to 
stone,  with  the  greatest  possible  ease. 
When  she  subsequently  asked  Hugh 
Munro  what  would  have  happened  if  her 
walking  powers  had  given  out,  and  she 
had  had  to  succumb,  he  said — 

"What — and  Ludovick  with  you!  Did 
you  ever  look  at  his  shoulders  ?  Did  you 
ever  see  him  catch  hold  of  an  anchor-chain, 
and  give  a  haul  with  those  arms  of  his  ? 
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He  could  have  carried  you  all  the  way 
up,  and  carried  you  all  the  way  down,  and 
thought  nothing  at  all  about  it !  " 

At  length,  after  what  seemed  to  her  a 
good  deal  of  laborious  work — although  he 
lent  her  a  helping  hand  whenever  there 
was  any  excuse  for  doing  so — they  reached 
the  level  and  marshy  plateau  in  which  lies 
the  solitary  little  lake  already  referred  to  ; 
and  then  he  asked  her  whether  she  thought 
she  could  hold  out  if  they  crossed  the 
mountain  and  struck  down  the  other  side, 
getting  home  by  Glen  Nevis. 

''  Couldn't  we  get  to  the  top  first  ?  "  said 
she  boldly,  glancing  up  to  the  far-receding 
heio^hts  overhead. 

He  laughed,  but  he  seemed  to  approve 
her  courage  all  the  same. 

*' No,  no,"  said  he;  ''you  are  not  any- 
where near  the  top  yet  ;  and  it  becomes 
very  steep  after  you  leave  the  tarn.  We 
shall  do  very  well  if  we  get  back  by  Glen 
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Nevis.  Besides,"  he  added,  looking  all 
around,  ''there's  something  queer — don't 
you  notice  how  dark  it  is  getting  ? " 

"  Yes  ;  it  is  dark,"  said  she. 

"  There's  something  gathering  overhead, 
though  where  it  can  have  come  from  I 
can't  imagine  ;  there  was  not  a  cloud  in 
the  sky  when  we  started.  Well,  let  us  get 
along/' 

So  they  set  out  once  more — he  usually 
taking  the  lead,  especially  in  the  marshy 
places,  and  finding  for  her  a  safe  and  solid 
track ;  and  she  watching  where  he  put  his 
foot,  and  sometimes  takinof  his  hand  to 
help  her  in  a  bit  of  a  jump.  All  this  time, 
however,  the  mysterious  darkness  around 
them  was  increasing.  The  lonely  tarn 
over  there  seemed  almost  black.  There 
was  a  sultry  feeling  in  the  air,  and  a 
sensation  as  thouQ^h  one  could  hear  a 
great  distance,  though  the  silence  was 
absolute. 
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All  of  a  sudden  she  was  startled  b}^  a 
short,  sharp  crack  behind  her,  as  though  a 
pistol  had  been  fired  close  to  the  back  of 
her  head  ;  and  as  she  wheeled  round  in 
dismay — to  find  nothing  before  her  but 
this  intensifying  gloom — she  could  hear  a 
thunderous  rumbling  go  rolling  and  rever- 
berating through  the  unknown  deeps  of 
the  air,  and  dying  away  in  lessening  and 
ever-lessening  echoes. 

''That  was  pretty  close  by,  though  I  did 
not  see  the  flash,"  he  said,  with  much 
composure.  "  We'd  better  push  on  quickly. 
If  we  can  strike  the  path  down  to  Glen 
Nevis  before  the  rain  begins,  I  know 
where  there  is  a  small  wooden  bridge 
where  you  will  get  shelter." 

He  had  hardly  spoken  when  a  blinding 
glare  of  light  shone  all  around  them — a 
glare  that  showed  them  nothing  but  itself, 
for  it  blotted  out  the  whole  of  the  world 
from  their  bewildered  eyes.      Then  came  a 
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Startling  rattle  overhead — a  quick  succes- 
sion of  snaps  and  cracks,  as  if  rocks  were 
beinor  rent  and  hurled  ao^ainst  each  other 
immediately  above  them  ;  it  was  not  until 
these  appalling  explosions  had  ceased  that 
the  muffled  echoes,  repeated  and  repeated, 
boomed  and  rolled  away  through  the  awe- 
stricken  silence.  He  regarded  his  com- 
panion. Her  face  was  pale  ;  but  not  paler 
than  usual,  he  thought.  Nay,  the  instant 
she  noticed  that  he  was  looking  her  way 
she  brightened  up. 

"  Is  this  the  wild  Lochaber,  then,  that 
you  wanted  ? " 

''  A  thunder-storm  is  a  thunder-storm 
anywhere,"  said  he,  ''and  I  wish  it  had 
not  caught  you  so  far  from  home." 

For  the  first  heavy  drops  had  begun  to 
fall,  and  the  darkness  around  them  grew 
more  intense.  He  stopped  for  a  moment, 
and  whipped  off  his  jacket  of  rough  home- 
spun. 
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"  You  must  put  this  round  your 
shoulders,"  said  he,  approaching  her. 

"  Indeed  I  will  not,"  she  said  emphati- 
cally. "  Why  should  you  get  wet  any  more 
than  I  ?  " 

''  But  you  will— you  must.  Now  don't 
argue  like  your  Aunt  Gilchrist  and  the 
Doctor,  but  be  reasonable,"  he  said  ;  and 
he  had  never  spoken  to  her  like  this 
before — exercising  a  kind  of  brotherly- 
authority  over  her,  as  it  were.  Indeed  he 
took  possession  of  her.  He  slipped  her 
arm  into  one  of  the  sleeves,  pulled  on  the 
coat,  drew  it  round  her,  slipped  in  the 
other  arm,  and  securely  fastened  the  buttons 
in  front,  even  to  the  upturned  collar,  which 
came  round  the  lower  part  of  her  face. 
It  was  none  too  soon.  The  water  was  now 
coming  down  in  sheets — a  straight,  resist- 
less downpour,  which  seemed  to  spread  a 
smoking  vapour  all  around.  He  took  her 
hand    and  led    her  onward,    for    the    rain 
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drowned  her  eyes.  She  followed  him 
blindly,  not  caring  now  whether  she 
reached  dry  footing  or  not,  so  long  as  she 
could  keep  up  with  him. 

Then  something  happened  that  caused 
them  both  to  stand  stock-still,  as  if  they 
had  been  paralyzed.  There  was  another 
wild  glare  all  around  them,  but  in  the 
midst  of  it  there  was  a  ball  of  fire — a  ball 
of  white  fire  that  appeared  to  be  hurled 
down  to  the  ground  just  in  front  of  them — 
and  instantly  there  was  a  sudden,  terrific, 
ear-splitting  rattle  of  sounds  that  seemed 
to  shake  the  earth  to  its  very  foundations. 
Alison  felt  him  let  go  her  hand,  and  at  the 
same  moment  perceived  that  he  had 
dropped  his  stick  on  the  heather,  and  w^as 
standinof  there  uncertain.  Then  he  beofan 
to  press  his  arm,  from  the  wrist  up  to  the 
shoulder. 

"  What  is  it  ? "  she  cried  in  quick 
terror. 
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''  Only  a  bit  of  an  electric  shock  ;  there's 
no  harm  done,"  he  said,  as  he  picked  up 
his  stick  again.  "  I  suppose  this  was  the 
conductor " 

"  Then  why  not  throw  it  away  ?  "  she 
said  instantly. 

''I  can't  do  that,"  he  said;  "my  father 
gave  it  me  more  than  a  dozen  years  ago — 
on  the  day  after  I  caught  my  first  salmon. 
Come  along ;  we  must  get  out  of  this 
hollow  cup  as  soon  as  we  can." 

So  he  caught  hold  of  her  hand  again,  and 
they  set  off.  But  the  rain  was  now  worse 
than  ever,  and  seemed  to  press  down  the 
clouds  and  mist  upon  the  ground  so  that 
she  at  least  could  make  nothing  of  their 
whereabouts.  He  appeared  to  be  leading 
her  across  a  marshy  and  trackless  and 
interminable  waste,  through  white  vapours 
surrounding  them  and  shutting  out  all  the 
rest  of  the  universe.  Fortunately  they 
did    not    encounter    any    more    fire-balls  ; 
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their  trouble  now  was  merely  those  blind- 
ing sheets  of  water  that  seemed  to  cause 
the  earth  to  smoke  around  them.  As  for 
their  route,  she  was  happily  ignorant  of 
any  danger ;  she  had  never  heard  of 
people  being  lost  on  Ben  Nevis  ;  she  took 
it  for  granted  that  her  companion  was 
familiar  with  every  slope  and  corrie  of 
these  Lochaber  hills,  and  trusted  herself 
implicitly  in  his  hands. 

And  yet  she  was  glad  enough  to  feel 
that  they  w^ere  at  last  beginning  to  descend 
from  these  solitary  heights  ;  and  when 
eventually  they  struck  a  rude  little  path 
consisting  of  chipped  rocks  and  stones,  and 
when  he  told  her  that  this  would  lead 
them  down  to  Glen  Nevis,  it  was  pleasant 
to  know  that  there  was  a  link  connectincr 
them  with  the  world  far  below.  More- 
over, the  rain  was  lessening  now  ;  the 
clouds  were  lifting  ;  a  warm  glow  as  of 
sunshine     was     appearing      through     the 
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''smurr;"  finally  a  flood  of  golden  light 
fell  all  around  them,  on  the  wet  path,  on 
the  shining  grass,  on  the  silver-gray  rocks. 
He  took  the  soaking  coat  from  off  her 
shoulders  and  slung  it  over  his  arm.  He 
was  talking  very  cheerfully  to  her  now,  for 
this  encounter  with  a  thunder-storm  in  a 
caldron  of  the  hills  had  driven  his  unhappy 
blunder  of  the  morning  out  of  his  mind. 
And  Miss  Dimity  Puritan  was  very 
cheerful  too,  smiling  and  showing  the 
pretty  dimple  In  her  cheek  ;  and  declaring 
that  her  be-drenched  and  flaccid  garments 
(which  he  studiously  forbore  from  noticing) 
would  be  perfectly  dry  and  comfortable 
long  before  they  should  get  back  to  Fort 
William. 

As  they  got  farther  and  farther  down 
into  the  lower  w^orld  (and  Alison  found 
this  descent  over  broken  stones  a  far  more 
trying  operation  than  the  previous  climb- 
ing) the  sunlight  became  hotter  and  hotter, 
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until  she  rather  envied  her  companion  the 
coolness  of  his  flannel  sleeves.  And  where 
was  there  any  sign  of  the  storm  through 
which  they  had  passed  ?  When  at  length 
they  were  descending  Into  the  beautiful 
valley  of  Glen  Nevis — a  sunny  flash  here 
and  there  upward  through  the  overhanging 
foliage  told  her  where  the  river  wound  Its 
way  down  to  the  sea — he  suddenly  asked 
her  to  pause  and  listen.  What  was  this 
sound,  as  yet  distant  and  faint  ?  Why, 
surely  there  was  a  reaping-machine  at 
work  somewhere  In  those  fertile  fields  In 
the  hollow  of  the  glen  ? 

''They've  had  no  rain  at  all  down  here," 
said  he. 

"  Then,"  said  she,  demurely  regarding 
her  drooping  skirts,  "  they'll  think  I  must 
have  fallen  Into  the  river." 

However,  she  was  not  to  challenge  the 
curiosity  of  the  Fort  William  folk  In  any 
such  manner  ;  for  they  were  still  outside 
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the  town  when  a  friend  of  Captain  Mac- 
donell's  came  driving  by  in  a  dog-cart,  and 
he  was  deHghted  to  have  Miss  Blair  take 
the  seat  beside  him,  where  the  apron  in 
front  afforded  her  all  the  concealment  she 
wanted.  In  this  wise  she  was  driven 
home,  and  immediately  retired  to  her  own 
room,  thoroughly  tired  out  and  aching  con- 
siderably about  the  ankles,  and  yet  glad 
enough  to  have  met  with  this  adventure 
now  that  it  was  all  over. 

For  she  had  seen  a  good  deal  to-day  of 
this  young  man,  who  was  naturally  an 
object  of  great  interest  to  her,  as  likely  to 
become  a  relative  of  hers.  And  in  think- 
ing back  over  all  the  things  that  had 
turned  up  in  their  conversation,  what 
struck  her  as  most  peculiar  was  that  he 
had  been  far  more  ready  to  speak  about 
Hugh  than  about  Flora,  and  that  he  ex- 
pressed a  much  more  enthusiastic  appre- 
ciation of  the  brother  than  of  the  sister. 
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Was  It  his  modesty,  then  ?  She  had 
always  understood  that  a  young  man 
eneaeed  to  be  married  was  for  ever  anxious 
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to  talk  about  his  future  bride,  and  to 
expatiate  upon  her  various  perfections  and 
virtues  and  celestial  attributes  so  long  as 
there  was  left  in  the  world  one  patient  ear 
to  listen.  But  perhaps  (Alison  finally  said 
to  herself)  Captain  Ludovick  knew  that 
Flora,  who  was  an  independent,  proud- 
spirited, wilful  kind  of  creature,  would 
resent  being  made  the  subject  of  any 
such  foolish  and  infatuated  discourse  ;  and 
perhaps  it  was  really  out  of  respect  for 
her,  and  for  her  wishes,  that  he  remained 
mostly  silent. 
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CHAPTER   IV. 

JOHN. 

Next  morning,  Aunt  Gilchrist  being  still 
confined  to  her  room  by  the  super-sensitive- 
ness of  her  toes  and  fingers,  and  Hugh 
and  Flora  not  having  yet  returned  from 
the  South,  Alison  was  a^ain  left  to  her 
own  resources  ;  and  thus  it  was  that  she 
came  to  make  the  acquaintance  of  the  boy 
John.  The  boy  John,  whose  sole  aim  in 
life  was  to  sneak  out  of  the  way  and  do 
absolutely  nothing,  was  rather  glad  to 
have  his  idleness  publicly  recognized  and 
condoned.  He  went  about  with  Alison 
very  willingly ;  and  as  he  immediately  dis- 
covered that  she  knew  next  to  nothing  of 
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country  life,  he  was  soon  engaged  in 
imparting  information  to  her  about  many 
other  things  besides  the  plants  and  flowers 
in  the  garden,  of  which  he  himself,  by  the 
way,  was  pretty  ignorant.  Alison  listened 
in  amazement,  and  with  a  little  fear,  to  this 
lumbering  lad,  whose  small,  twinkling, 
shrewd  eyes  seemed  to  suggest  that  he 
was  not  quite  such  a  fool  as  he  looked. 
And  yet  she  came  to  the  conclusion  that 
John's  conception  of  the  universe,  and  of 
his  owm  position  in  it,  was  perfectly  sincere. 
He  appeared  to  take  it  for  granted  that 
all  nature,  animate  and  inanimate,  was  in 
a  conspiracy  to  maim,  injure,  and  destroy 
him,  John  ;  and  that  he,  John,  was  therefore 
justified  in  taking  his  revenge  beforehand, 
whenever  he  got  the  chance.  Of  course 
there  was  more  than  that.  Sometimes, 
instead  of  merely  killing  them,  you  could 
outwit  those  malevolent  creatures  by  which 
you  were  surrounded.      Ill-luck  they  meant 
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you  ;  but  good-luck  you  might  extort  from 
them  by  the  exercise  of  a  superior  cunning. 
Here,  for  example,  as  Alison  and  he  were 
strolling  about  the  back  garden,  they  came 
upon  a  big  black  snail  that  had  strayed  on 
to  the  foot-path. 

"  Now,  mem,  now  uss  your  chance  !  " 
John  whispered  eagerly,  and  he  put  his 
hand  on  her  arm.  "  Quick,  now — the 
little  duffle  he  does  not  see  us — his  horns 
are  out — quick,  now,  mem,  grip  him  up  by 
the  horns  and  throw  him  over  your  left 
shoulder — oh,  that  will  bring  you  plenty  of 
money  and  good-luck  ! — plenty,  plenty  ! " 

"  I  would  not  touch  the  horrid  beast  for 
anything  ! "  she  exclaimed,  with  a  shiver  of 
disgust. 

Seeing  that,  Johnny  advanced  by  himself, 

knelt   down,  extended    his    hand  warily — 

warily — and    then    made    a    sudden    grab. 

But  the  horns  were  instantly  gone.      He 

got  up,  sullen  and  scowling. 


JOHN.  131 

"  The  little  duffle  ! "  he  ^rumbled.  "  He 
wass  only  pretending  not  to  see  us.  If  I 
could  eet  a  bie  stone  now,  I  would  bash 
his  head  for  him  !  " 

''  You  will  do  nothing  of  the  kind  !  "  said 
Alison  angrily. 

And  then  Johnny  grinned.  He  did  not 
look  further  for  a  stone  ;  he  stooped  and 
picked  up  the  snail  in  his  hand,  and  crept 
across  the  orarden  to  the  wall.  On  the 
other  side,  tethered  In  a  bit  of  pasture, 
was  a  large  she-goat,  with  magnificent 
horns  and  beard  ;  and  when  this  heavy- 
shouldered,  broad-faced,  lubberly  gnome 
had  reached  the  wall,  he  raised  his  head  to 
the  top,  peeped  over,  flung  the  snail  with 
all  his  might  at  old  Nanny,  and  then  came 
crouching  back  to  Alison. 

"  Mebbe  she'll  eat  the  snail,"  said  he.  In 
great  glee,  ''and  It  will  kill  her.  Cosh, 
that  would  be  fine  !  " 

"  Why,  what  harm  has  the  poor  old 
creature  done  you  ? "  Alison  demanded. 
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He  looked  at  her  ;  then  he  glanced  at 
the  stone  wall,  so  as  to  make  sure  the  old 
Nanny-goat  should  not  overhear. 

"  Mebbe  you'll  not  know,"  said  he,  pre- 
tending to  whisper  mysteriously,  but  his 
eyes  were  twinkling :  she  never  knew  but 
that  he  was  making  fun  of  her  ignorance. 
"  Do  you  not  know  where  them  beasts  hef 
to  go,  once  in  effery  year  ?  They  hef  to 
go  to  the  big  Duffle  himself,  to  get  their 
beards  combed  ;  ay,  that's  a  truth,  now  ; 
effery  year  they  hef  to  go,  and  the  Duffle 
orets  their  beards  combed  for  them.  And 
who  knows  what  they  will  bring  back,  and 
what  they  are  thinking  about,  and  what 
harm  they  can  do  to  you,  if  you  anger 
them  ?  There's  wild  ones  in  Ardgour ; 
and  no  one  will  go  near  the  rocks  where 
they  are  after  dark  ;  for  they'll  come  behind 
you,  and  push  you,  and  push  you,  down 
into  the  sea.  Ay,  and  it's  not  any  use 
firing  at  them  either,  even  in  the  daytime  ; 
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for  the  big  Duffle  he  hass  put  something  ofer 
them,  and  nothing  will  touch  them..  Cosh, 
I  wonder  if  she  hass  eaten  the  snail ! " 

He  was  for  sneaking  back  to  the  stone 
wall,  but  Alison  impatiently  called  him 
away ;  and  so  he  came  and  humbly  accom- 
panied her  as  before,  only  pausing  now 
and  again,  when  he  managed  to  discover 
some  pugnacious  insect  that  he  could  worry 
into  a  display  of  its  fierceness. 

But  Alison  must  have  produced  a  most 
favourable  impression  upon  Johnny's  in- 
genuous mind,  for  it  was  entirely  of  his 
own  accord  that  he  asked  her  whether  she 
would  not  go  for  a  sail.  Miss  Flora  and 
Mr.  Hugh,  he  had  heard,  were  coming 
back  by  the  midday  steamer  ;  would  the 
young  lady  not  like  to  go  in  the  boat  to 
meet  them  ?  There  w^as  a  nice  breeze. 
Maybe  they  would  get  as  far  down  as 
Corran  ?  And,  if  not,  they  would  have  a 
sail  whatever. 
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Alison  (who  rather  wondered  that  Captain 
Macdonell  had  not  come  along  to  say 
whether  his  arm  had  quite  recovered  from 
the  electric  shock  of  the  previous  day)  at 
once  assented  ;  and  Johnny  led  the  way 
down  to  the  shore,  where  he  was  not  lone 
In  launchlnor  a  small  rowine-boat  that  was 

o  o 

lying  there.  Moreover,  the  tide  being  a 
little  way  out,  he  generously  offered,  if  she 
would  but  wait  a  minute  or  so,  to  hunt  out 
two  partans  (by  which  he  meant  crabs),  so 
that  she  mieht  witness  a  combat  between 
them  ;  but  she  declined  that  amiable  pro- 
posal ;  so  he  asked  her  to  get  Into  the 
stern  of  this  rickety  small  craft,  and  he 
would  pull  her  out  to  the  sailing-boat, 
which  was  lying  at  her  moorings.  A  few 
minutes  thereafter  Alison  was  on  board, 
and  securely  seated  in  the  little  cockpit  ; 
while  Johnny,  forward  on  the  deck,  was 
hoisting  the  gaff  of  the  main-sail  with  a 
vigour  which  showed  that  his  constitutional 
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aversion   from   work   was  not  due  to  any 
want  of  muscle. 

Now  Alison  was  absolutely  ignorant  of 
everything  connected  with  boats  and  sail- 
ing ;  while  Johnny,  on  the  other  hand, 
took  it  for  granted  that  she  knew  as  much 
as  any  of  the  young  people  about,  any  one 
of  w^hom,  in  going  out  for  a  sail,  would 
naturally  take  the  tiller,  while  he,  Johnny, 
looked  after  the  jib-sheets.  Accordingly, 
when  he  had  fastened  the  small  boat  to 
the  moorings,  and  was  ready  to  let  the 
larger  one  go,  he  turned  to  see  if  she  was 
ready.     She  was  quietly  regarding  him. 

"Will  ye  tek  the  tiller,  mem?"  he 
suggested. 

''  Oh  yes,"  said  she,  with  cheerful  alacrity, 
"  if  you  will  show  me  what  to  do." 

"  Oh,  well,"  said  he,  not  at  all  suspecting 
her  real  ignorance,  "  I  would  keep  her 
pretty  close  up :  there's  sometimes  bad 
squahls  on  this  loch." 
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Forthwith  he  let  sHp  the  moorings  ;  then 
he  turned  round  to  see  what  his  fellow- 
voyager  was  doing.  She  was  doing  nothing- 
The  main-sail  was  flapping  and  rattling  in 
the  wind,  and  the  young  lady  was  merely 
concerned  in  ducking  her  head  under  the 
swaying  boom.  Did  she  not  understand, 
then,  that  the  moorings  had  been  cast  off  ? 
He  went  down  beside  her,  put  the  helm 
up  a  bit,  slacked  out  the  main-sheet,  gave 
it  one  hitch  round  the  pin,  and  handed  it 
to  her  ;  then  he  surrendered  the  tiller. 

''  Ay,  just  keep  her  about  that,"  said  he  ; 
and  then  he  went  and  stood  on  the  deck 
by  the  side  of  the  mast,  which  was  his 
accustomed  place  when  either  Miss  Flora 
or  Mr.  Huofh  was  sailinof  the  boat. 

And  at  first  things  went  very  well  indeed  ; 
and  no  doubt  Johnny  was  assured  that  the 
young  lady  could  sail  a  boat  just  like  any 
one  else — probably  better  than  himself,  for 
he  was  not  much  of  a  hand  at  it.     The 
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brisk  breeze  that  was  blowing  came  almost 
straight  up  the  loch ;  they  had  a  long 
stretch  before  having  to  go  about  ;  and  it 
was  with  great  surprise  and  delight  that 
Alison  found  this  bounding  and  living 
thing  so  completely  under  her  control, 
obeying  the  smallest  touch  of  the  rudder, 
and  yet  ever  cleaving  an  onward  way  and 
throwing  sparkling  w^hite  foam  from  the 
rising  and  dipping  bows.  She  was  not  in 
the  least  afraid  ;  she  suspected  no  danger  ; 
she  was  exultant,  rather,  with  this  new- 
found joy  of  speeding  through  a  world  of 
dazzling  sea  and  sunlight,  herself  the 
mistress  of  the  mysterious  power  that  was 
bearing  her  so  swiftly  along.  She  was 
more  excited  than  she  knew.  When  the 
wind  struck  down  in  a  heavier  gust  than 
usual,  the  sudden  ''  swish "  of  water  all 
along:  the  side  of  the  boat  was  like  music 
in  her  ears.  And  Master  Johnny  no  doubt 
considered  that  they  were  doing  splendidly, 
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and  making  a  very  brave  display,  If  any- 
body happened  to  be  watching  them  from 
the  distant  shore. 

But  Master  Johnny's  serene  confidence 
in  his  companion's  seamanship  was  destined 
to  be  rudely  shaken  when  it  was  time  to 
go  about. 

'*  You  may  put  her  round  now,"  said  he, 
from  his  post  by  the  mast. 

''  Yes  ?"  said  Alison  inquiringly^ 

'*  Ay,  you  may  put  her  about  now," 
Johnny  repeated. 

"  But  what  am  I  to  do  ?  "  she  called  to 
him. 

He  turned  and  stared. 

"Put  the  helm  down,"  said  he;  "we'll 
about " 


ofo  aoout  now. 


And  still  she  sat  helpless,  awaiting 
Instructions,  so  that  even  Johnny  must  at 
last  have  perceived  her  appalling  ignorance. 

''  Put  the  tiller  aweh  from  you ! "  he 
called  to  her. 
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Poor  Alison  was  all  bewildered.  She 
vaguely  knew  that  something  had  gone 
wrong — that  something  was  happening — 
and  then  that  Johnny  was  down  here  in 
the  cockpit,  working  quickly  at  the  ropes 
— that  the  boom  was  over  on  the  other 
side,  and  she  holdino-  the  tiller  with  her 
other  hand — and  that  presently  they  were 
sailing  along,  apparently  with  as  much  ease 
and  comfort  as  before.  As  for  Johnny, 
he  could  now  make  fast  his  lee  jib- sheet ; 
but  it  had  been  forcibly  impressed  on  his 
youthful  mind  that  his  sole  companion  for 
the  time  being  knew  as  much  about  sailing 
as  he  did  of  Greek. 

And  perhaps  it  was  this  discovery, 
coupled  with  the  knowledge  that  he  him- 
self was  but  an  indifferent  hand,  and  was 
never  allowed  to  q-q  out  in  this  boat  unless 
there  was  some  capable  person  on  board, 
that  served  to  unnerve  him,  just  when 
coolness    and     self-command    were     most 
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necessary.  For  the  wind  had  freshened 
up  considerably  ;  and  when  they  got 
farther  and  farther  out  into  the  middle  of 
the  loch  it  began  to  come  along  in  swirling 
gusts  that  were  extremely  disconcerting. 
There  was  no  plain  sailing,  no  exultant 
joy,  for  Alison  now.  She  could  only  sit 
clinging  to  the  main-sheet,  and  watching 
the  motion  of  Johnny's  hand  as  he  directed 
her  how  to  keep  the  tiller :  the  fact  being 
that,  although  by  this  time  he  was  quite 
aware  of  her  absolute  ignorance,  he  pre- 
ferred not  to  take  over  the  responsibility 
on  to  his  own  shoulders.  And  as  his 
chief  notion  of  safety,  when  those  gusts 
came  along,  was  to  keep  the  boat  close  up, 
under  Alison's  inexperienced  guidance  she 
was  continually  staggering  into  the  wind, 
and  then  being  blown  down  on  the  other 
side,  with  a  terrific  rattle  of  the  loose  oars 
and  spars  on  deck.  He  was  in  the  cockpit 
by  this  time,  attending  to  the  main-sheet 
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as  occasion  demanded  ;  but  he  would  not 
touch  the  tiller  ;  that  was  the  young  lady's 
lookout  :  the  truth  is,  he  had  lost  his  head 
altogether,  and  could  only  mutter  to  him- 
self again  and  again,  ''  That  duffle  of  a 
wind!"  He  scowled  as  he  looked  down 
the  loch.  His  malignant  enemy  was  too 
strong  for  him  ;  he  could  but  bear  those 
furious  buffets,  and  wonder  when  they 
would  cease.  And  sometimes  he  would 
try  to  escape.  Taking  advantage  of  a  lull, 
he  would  let  her  head  away  a  little  ;  the 
shivering  sails  would  instantly  fill,  and  she 
would  shoot  forward  willingly  enough  ; 
then  would  come  another  tearing  squall, 
driving  the  gunwale  down  into  the  seething 
water,  and  threatening  to  send  the  small 
craft  and  all  its  contents  to  the  bottom. 
He  had  forgotten  about  the  shore  now, 
and  about  possible  spectators.  He  was  at 
the  mercy  of  this  v/ind-demon  that  struck 
and  struck  and  was  trying  to  send  them 
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over  ;  and  he  could  not  strike  In  return, 
nor  yet  run  away  and  hide  :  his  enemy 
was  his  master  now,  and  he  was  helpless. 

He  happened  to  look  back,  and  towards 
the  land. 

"  There's  a  boat  coming  out — is  she 
mekking  for  us,  do  you  think  ? "  he  said. 

But  how  could  Alison  tell  ?  Besides, 
she  was  too  much  eno-ao^ed  in  cllnorlnor  to 
her  place,  and  also  in  doing  what  she 
could  to  prevent  the  wind  from  getting  a 
grip  of  the  flapping  and  cracking  sails. 
But  John  kept  his  eye  upon  that  small 
cockle-shell  in  the  distance  ;  and  at  last  he 
said,  with  an  awe-stricken  air — 

''  Cosh,  it's  Macdonell  himself;  and  he'll 
be  for  giffing  me  an  ahfu'  licking !  " 

Alison  turned  qulckly„  She  could  see 
the  small  boat  and  its  tiny  white  sail,  and 
also  a  figure  seated  In  the  stern,  but  she 
could  not  make  out  who  he  was. 

"  Is     that     Captain     Macdonell's     boat, 
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John?"  she  asked  of  him,  amid  this  be- 
wildering din  of  tumbhng  oars,  and  swing- 
ing spars,  and  creaking  cordage. 

"  Tuz,"  said  Johnny,  in  gloomy  assent. 
And  then  he  added  (still  bent  on  keeping 
her  responsible),  "Will  I  tek  down  the 
main-sail  now,  and  wait  for  him  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know  ;  how  should  I  know  ?  " 
said  Alison,  who  was  rather  bewildered. 
"  Wait  for  him,  did  you  say  ?  Oh  yes, 
certainly  !  If  that  is  Captain  Macdonell, 
certainly  wait  for  him  ! " 

"  I'll  tek  down  the  main-sail  whatever," 
said  Johnny  ;  and  he  went  forward  and 
loosed  the  halyards,  and  rattled  down  the 
main-sail  and  gaff  upon  the  deck. 

That  small  blue  boat,  with  the  tiny 
white  lug-sail,  was  coming  along  in  beauti- 
ful fashion,  seeming  to  skim  the  crests  of 
the  waves  like  a  sea-gull  ;  and  long  before 
he  was  near,  Alison  had  recognized — and 
recognized  with  heartfelt  gratitude,  and  with 
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a  curious  sense  of  trustfulness  and  security 
— that  It  was  Ludovick  Macdonell  who 
was  the  soHtary  figure  there.  When  he 
ran  the  Httle  craft  alongside  he  got  to  his 
feet,  threw  a  line  to  Johnny,  bralled  up 
the  sail,  and  leaped  on  board. 

"  Good  mornlnor,  Miss  Blair."  said  he 
very  coolly.  "  I  saw  you  were  In  a  fix, 
and  I  thought  I'd  run  out  and  lend  you  a 
hand.  And  you,"  he  said,  turning  to  the 
cowering  Johnny,  who  regarded  him  with 
a  furtive  eye — "  you've  been  making  a 
nice  exhibition  of  yourself,  young  shaver ! 
What  were  you  doing  ?  Did  you  want  to 
send  the  boat  to  the  bottom  ?  " 

''The  wind  wass  blowing  so  hard,"  said 
Johnny  sulkily  ;  he  guessed  that  the 
belabouring  of  his  shoulders  was  but  a 
question  of  a  couple  of  minutes. 

"  Why  didn't  you  take  in  a  couple  of  reefs, 
then  ?  "  said  Macdonell,  who  was  eettino- 
his  own  small  boat  fastened  securely  astern. 
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''  I  could  not  reef  the  sail  ahl  by  myself 
in  them  squahls,"  answered  the  youthful 
mariner,  still  plunged  in  apprehensive 
gloom. 

*'  Then  what  prevented  your  hauling  up 
the  tack,  and  running  away  back  to  the 
quay  ?  " 

''  She  wanted  to  go  on,"  said  Johnny,  at 
a  venture  ;  and  "  she,"  being  thus  in  a 
measure  appealed  to,  thought  she  ought  to 
interfere. 

''  Indeed  the  whole  fault  is  mine.  Captain 
Macdonell,"  Alison  said.  "  I  have  no 
doubt  Johnny  imagined  I  could  help  in 
sailing  the  boat — and  I  don't  know  any- 
thing about  it — and  since  it  came  on  to 
blow  so  hard  I  am  sure  he  has  done 
everything  he  could  think  of." 

"  But  what  brought  you  out  here  ? 
Where  were  you  going  ? "  he  asked  in 
amazement. 

"  We  thought  we  might  go  down  and 

VOL.  I.  L 
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meet  Flora  and  Hugh,"  she  said.  ''  But  it 
was  only  a  fancy.  Shall  we  go  back  ?  Is 
there  any  danger  ?  " 

"  I  will  take  very  good  care  there  won't 
be  any  danger  now,"  he  made  answer, 
confidently  enough  ;  ''  but  once  or  twice  I 
thought  you  were  over — I  did,  indeed.  It 
was  two  men  on  the  shore  who  happened 
to  catch  sight  of  you ;  and  when  they 
called  to  me,  and  I  saw  the  trouble  you 
were  in,  I  bolted  through  the  town,  and 
put  out  in  the  little  Blue- Bell — none  too 
soon,  as  I  think.  Here,  Johnny,  you 
young  idiot,  come  along  and  get  this  sail 
reefed." 

Johnny,  observing  with  his  shrewd,  small 
eyes  that  the  captain  appeared  to  be  in  a 
very  good  humour,  grew  less  apprehensive 
about  his  shoulders,  and  set  to  work  with 
a  quite  unusual  alacrity,  in  hopes  of  pro- 
curing a  remission  of  his  self-imposed 
sentence.      Instead  of  looking  about  for  a 
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Stick  or  a  rope's-end,  Captain  Macdonell 
was  laughing  and  joking  with  the  young 
lady  the  while  he  was  getting  the  boat 
into  proper  trim  ;  and  at  last,  when  every- 
thing was  right,  he  insisted  on  her  re- 
suming possession  of  the  tiller  and  the 
main-sheet. 

''  That's  the  thing !  "  he  said  to  her,  as 
the  boat  shot  forward  through  these  rushing 
seas.  "  Don't  be  afraid— keep  her  full — 
let  her  have  it — never  mind  the  gusts — 
that's  the  way  now  !  " 

This  was  all  very  well ;  but  the  small 
craft,  reefed  and  all  as  she  was,  was  now 
tearing  along  at  a  spanking  pace ;  and 
Alison  could  not  help  regarding  with 
apprehension  the  surging  and  hissing 
water  that  came  so  close  up  to  the  rail. 

''  Please,  I  wish  you  would  take  these 
things  !  "  she  said. 

''  Certainly,  if  you  prefer  it,"  he  answered 
at  once  ;    and  she  made  room  for  him,  so 
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that  he  could  sit  with  his  left  arm  on  the 
tiller  and  his  right  hand  holding  the  sheet. 

"  Ah,  that  is  so  much  more  pleasant !  " 
said  she,  with  a  smile.  ''  I  feel  safe  now  ; 
and — and  I  can  thank  you  for  having 
come  out  to  our  rescue  ;  for  we  were  in 
danger,  were  we  not  ?  " 

He  hesitated  ;  then  he  laughed. 

''  I  should  like  to  think  I  had  saved  you 
from  a  watery  grave.  And  I  should  like 
you  to  think  it  too.  But  I  am  afraid  I 
must  tell  the  truth.  Of  course,  when  you 
kept  staggering  into  the  wind  like  that, 
with  every  inch  of  canvas  up,  a  particularly 
bad  squall  might  have  sent  you  over ;  but 
as  soon  as  Johnny  had  lowered  the  sail 
you  were  safe  enough  ;  3'ou  would  merely 
have  drifted  away  up  north  again — with 
the  chance  of  being  run  down  by  a  steamer 
if  you  didn't  get  in  before  nightfall.  But 
the  two  men  who  drew  my  attention  to 
you  fancied  you  were  in  a  parlous  case  ; 
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and  I  can  tell  you  John  Gilpin  didn't 
whisk  through  Edmonton  half  as  fast  as 
I  got  down  through  Fort  William  to  the 
quay.  But  if  you  want  to  be  very  much 
indebted  to  me,"  he  continued,  in  his  usual 
frank  and  good-humoured  way,  *' you  may 
take  into  consideration  that  I  had  no  time 
to  reef  the  sail  of  the  Blue-Bell  when  I  set 
out ;  I  had  the  sheet  once  round  my  wrist, 
and  took  my  chance  of  the  puffs." 

"  I  am  sure  I  would  much  rather  believe 
that  you  rescued  us  fi'om  very  serious 
danger,"  said  Alison,  with  a  pleasant  smile. 

''  This  I  am  going  to  do  for  you  at  any 
rate,"  said  he — ''  I  am  going  to  show  you 
something  of  the  management  of  a  boat, 
so  that  you  yourself  may  know  what  to  do 
if  you  should  get  into  a  difficulty  again. 
And  I  don't  think  there  is  any  use  in  our 
trying  to  get  down  to  Corran — beating 
against  a  wind  like  this — before  the 
steamer  comes  up  from  Ballachulish.     We 
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should  not  be  in  time.  What  do  you  say 
— shall  we  run  away  up  to  the  head  of  the 
loch  and  get  into  more  sheltered  water, 
and  I  will  give  you  your  first  lessons  in 
sailing  ?  " 

"  Very  well,"  said  she.  "  You  have 
saved  our  lives ;  you  can  do  what  you  like 
with  us." 

Accordingly  Johnny  was  ordered  to  haul 
up  the  main-tack  ;  the  steersman  rounded 
the  boat  away  from  the  wind,  and  slacked 
out  the  main-sheet  ;  and  presently  they 
were  spinning  along  before  the  brisk 
breeze,  with  the  water  apparently  grown 
quite  smooth  around  them.  John,  fore- 
seeing a  long  spell  of  idleness,  proceeded 
to  make  himself  comfortable.  He  stretched 
himself  flat  on  the  deck,  face  downward, 
put  his  elbows  out  at  right  angles,  and 
rested  his  chin  on  his  clasped  hands.  But 
he  did  not  try  to  sleep  ;  on  the  contrary, 
his    small,  twinkling    eyes   were  shrewdly 
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observant ;   and  as  all  fear  of  a  thrashing 
was  now  gone  from  his  mind,  he  was  in  a 
humorous,     cheerful,    and    communicative 
mood.      He    did    not    exactly  join  in    the 
conversation    between  Captain   Macdonell 
and  Miss  Blair ;  but  from  time  to  time  he 
made  remarks — which   might   be  listened 
to  or  not  listened  to.     After  all,  he  was  in 
a  position   of  some  importance.     He  was 
the  custodian  of  the  boat.      He  was  giving 
them  this  sail.      Besides,  his  observations 
were   addressed  to  the  sea,  and  the  sky, 
and  the  air  ;   no  one  was  obliged  to  listen  ; 
but  the  shrewd,  twinkling  eyes  knew  pretty 
well  when  he  had  been  overheard. 

A  large  steam-yacht  passed  them,  mak- 
ing for  the  north. 

"  Cosh,  I  would  like  fine  to  see  her  run 
into  a  steamer  !  "  said  this  merry  lad  (talk- 
ing to  his  two  hands).  "  She  would  chump 
and  chump  in  the  watter  before  .she  went 
down  head-first !  " 
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A  black-backed  gull  flew  past  overhead. 

"  If  I  had  a  herring  now,"  Johnny  was 
heard  to  mutter,  "  I  would  put  a  hook  in 
it,  and  float  it  out  with  a  piece  of  string ; 
and  ferry  soon  you'd  see  him  come  back 
and  dive  for  the  herring.  Ay,  and  when 
he  found  the  hook  in  his  throat,  wouldn't 
he  think  he  had  catched  hold  of  the 
Duflle ! " 

There  was  a  small  cottage  perched  up 
on  the  wooded  heights  they  were  passing 
— on  a  plateau,  with  a  bit  of  clearance 
around  it :  a  solitary  croft,  perhaps,  re- 
moved far  above  the  world,  or  perhaps  a 
shelter  for  some  keeper  or  watcher  belong- 
ing to  Conaglen  Forest. 

"What  a  lonely  place  that  must  be  to 
live  in !  "  Alison  said  to  her  companion. 

And  Johnny  must  needs  raise  his  eyes 
too.  He  regarded  that  isolated  cottage 
for  some  time. 

''  I'm  thinking  that  wass  the  last  place 


JOHN.  153 

that  God  made,"  he  observed  to  himself, 
laying  his  chin  once  more  on  the  cushion 
of  his  two  hands — "ay,  the  last  place  that 
God  made,  when  He  wass  going  aweh 
horn  tired  on  the  Saturday  night." 

"Johnny,"  Macdonell  said  sharply,  "get 
up  and  put  those  oars  and  boat-hooks 
properly  together.  And  slack  out  the  lee 
jib-sheet  a  bit  more.  What's  the  use  o' 
your  lying  sprawling  on  the  deck  there, 
like  a  dead  porpoise  ?  " 

Thus  admonished,  Johnny  got  up  and 
began,  in  a  lazy  and  leisurely  fashion,  to 
put  things  ship-shape  ;  but  he  was  grinning 
a  little  ;  perhaps  the  dark  cogitations  of 
his  own  brain  were  affording  him  amuse- 
ment. 

They  ran  away  up  to  the  entrance  of 
upper  Loch  Eil,  where  they  got  into  more 
sheltered  water ;  and  here,  the  reefs  being 
shaken  out,  Alison  received  her  first  lessons 
in  the  art  of  sailing  a  small  cutter.      It  was 
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an  interesting,  even  an  absorbing,  task  ; 
and  the  first  intimation  they  got  that  Flora 
and  Hugh  must  have  returned  to  Fort 
WilHam  was  the  passing  by  of  the  great 
scarlet-funnelled  steamer  on  her  way  to 
Corpach.  But  still  they  continued  at  their 
manoeuvres  and  evolutions  ;  for  Alison  was 
eager  to  learn ;  and  Captain  Macdonell 
was  grown  rather  proud  of  his  pupil ;  while 
to  the  boy  John  was  administered  as  sound 
and  wholesome  a  dose  of  work  as  he  had 
encountered  for  many  a  long  day.  They 
hardly  noticed  how  the  time  passed.  As 
the  mellow  afternoon  went  by  the  wind 
moderated  considerably  ;  so  that  they  could 
run  out  into  the  open  loch  when  they 
chose,  with  no  thought  of  reefing.  Alison 
admitted  that  she  was  rather  hungry ;  but 
she  was  not  going  to  give  up  for  that 
reason.  Moreover,  when  he  at  length 
overcame  her  persistency,  and  got  her 
consent  to  make  for  home,  it  was  found 
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that  far  more  time  than  they  had  expected 
was  consumed  in  getting  back,  in  securing 
the  boat  at  her  moorings,  and  so  forth  ; 
and  when  at  last  they  reached  the  house, 
AHson  discovered  that  there  was  not  much 
more  than  half  an  hour  left  for  her  in 
which  to  write  a  letter  to  her  sister  Agnes 
before  the  general  assembling  for  supper. 
So  she  went  to  her  room  with  all  speed, 
for  she  had  promised  to  write. 

She  had  been  there  hardly  over  ten 
minutes  when  the  door  was  brusquely 
thrown  open,  and  her  cousin  Flora  ap- 
peared— indignant  in  mien,  and  yet  amused 
in  a  kind  of  way. 

*'  Alison  Blair,"  said  this  ferocious 
termagant,  who  looked  as  if  she  wanted  to 
fling  something,  and  was  inclined  to  laugh 
all  the  same,  "  I'm  going  to  have  a  w^ord 
with  you.  Oh  yes,  its  all  very  well  for 
you  to  look  prim  and  innocent,  Miss 
Dimity  Puritan — open  your  big  gray  eyes. 
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do ! — but  this  is  what  I've  got  to  say  to 
you :  you  may  run  away  with  Aunt  Gil- 
christ's money,  if  you  Hke,  but  you  shan't 
carry  off  my  sweetheart  as  well — there  ! 
Is  that  plain  talking  ?  You  can't  expect 
to  have  everything,  surely !  Do  you 
hear  ?  " 

"  Flora ! "  Alison  said  in  blank  amaze- 
ment. 

"  Oh,  I  know !  I've  heard  of  your 
goings-on.  I've  heard  of  your  adventures. 
Oh  yes,  and  your  tremendous  courage  and 
endurance  and  coolness — lightning-storms 
seem  to  come  quite  natural  to  you,  for  all 
as  prim  and  mim  as  you  are  !  But  what 
business  have  you  with  my  sweetheart  ? — 
that's  what  I  want  to  know ! " 

Alison  had  risen  ;  she  was  very  pale. 

"  Flora,  I  thought  you  and  Captain 
Macdonell  were  engaged — I  made  sure  of 
it — and  that  is  why  I  wished  to  be  friends 
with  him." 


JOHN.  I  5  7 

"  Look  how  frightened  she  is ! "  said  this 
strapping  young  damsel.  "  That's  what 
happens  when  the  guilty  are  found  out. 
Oh,  I  know  the  ways  of  you  quiet  ones. 
Well,  I'm  not  going  to  quarrel,"  she  con- 
tinued, with  a  sudden  change  of  manner. 
"  Take  him.  Take  him,  and  welcome. 
A  sweetheart  more  or  less  is  nothing  to 
me  ;  I've  got  plenty  of  them,  poor  things  ; 
wait  till  you  come  to  the  Volunteer  Ball, 
and  you'll  see  for  yourself.  But  all  the 
same  it  was  shabby,  Alison,  the  moment 
my  back  was  turned  ! " 

"  Flora,  will  you  speak  reasonably  for  a 
moment  ?  "  Alison  pleaded.  "  Will  you 
listen  ?  I  made  sure  you  were  going  to 
be  married  to  Captain  Macdonell.  Isn't 
it  so?" 

"  Isn't  it  so  ? "  repeated  the  other. 
"  Well,  he  hasn't  asked  me,  that's  to  begin 
with  ;  and,  secondly,  he  isn't  likely  to  ;  and 
a-hundred-and-twenty-fifthly     and      lasdy, 
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dear  Miss  Dimity,  I  wouldn't  have  him. 
But  none  the  less  I  consider  it  remarkably 
cool  of  you  to  step  in  in  this  way " 

''  Flora  ! "  called  out  Hugh  from  below. 
''  Flora  ! — Alison  ! — Aunt  Gilchrist  wants 
you  both.  Look  alive  !  Supper's  just 
comine  in." 

So  Alison  had  to  leave  her  letter  un- 
finished ;  and  as  she  went  downstairs  to 
the  dining-room — a  little  bewildered,  per- 
haps— she  was  hurriedly  trying  to  recall  all 
that  had  passed  between  herself  and  this 
young  Captain  Ludovick,  who  was  not,  as 
it  appeared,  her  cousin's  fiance  at  all,  but, 
as  one  might  say,  a  stranger. 
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CHAPTER    V. 

A    BOAT-LAUNCH. 

But  to  Alison  the  astonishing  thing  about 
these  good  people,  now  that  she  saw  them 
in  the  familiar  intimacy  of  their  own  home 
and  social  circle,  was  the  easy  and  con- 
tented way  in  which  they  took  their  life. 
Here  was  no  studied  mortification  of  all 
natural  enjoyment  ;  no  constant  and 
anxious  introspection  ;  no  dwelling  upon 
Death  and  Judgment  as  the  only  subjects 
worthy  of  human  concern.  The  ordinary 
incidents  of  the  day  seemed  to  be  for  them 
sufficient ;  a  prevailing  cheerfulness  and 
good-humour  attended  both  their  occupa- 
tions and  their  amusements ;  and  if  there 
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were  sharp  words  at  times — especially 
when  Aunt  Gilchrist's  peripheral  neuralgia 
was  wandering  around — these  sharp  words 
left  no  morbid  sting.  Alison  felt  all  this  ; 
but  she  did  not  write  to  her  sister  about 
it,  for  it  was  difficult  of  explanation.  But 
she  was  well  aware  (and  perhaps  with  a 
little  twinge  of  conscience  at  times)  that  she 
herself  was  being  affected  by  this  freer,  this 
happier  atmosphere.  Gladness  came  with 
the  first  moment  of  her  waking  ;  whether 
there  was  rain  or  sunlight  outside,  there 
would  be  beautiful,  clear  things  to  look  at ; 
and  gladness  went  with  her  down  to  the 
breakfast-table,  where,  whatever  mischief 
and  sarcasm  might  be  flying  about,  there 
was  always  a  covert  intention  of  kindness. 
Alison,  it  is  to  be  feared,  was  becoming 
a  most  worldly  and  careless  and  thought- 
less person.  She  had  forgotten  all  about 
Paley's  *'  Evidences."  She  was  as  eager 
as  any  of  the  younger  folk  in  their  various 
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diversions  and  busy  Idleness  ;  she  walked 
down  every  morning  to  the  building-shed 
to  see  how  the  new  boat  was  getting  on, 
and  Hugh  quite  tolerated  her  society  now  ; 
she  made  Master  Johnny  regret  the  day 
that  ever  he  offered  to  be  her  servant,  for 
she  kept  him  row^ing  and  rowing,  while  she 
practised  until  she  got  her  hands  hopelessly 
blistered ;  she  was  ready  at  a  moment's 
notice  to  run  alone  and  order  the 
waggonette,  when  x^unt  Gilchrist,  out  of  the 
plentitude  of  her  wealth,  would  go  for  a 
drive  ;  and  she  showed  not  the  slightest 
hesitation  when,  as  they  pulled  up  at  a 
certain  hotel,  she  was  bidden  to  go  in  and 
ask  for  Captain  Macdonell,  and  Invite  him 
to  join  the  small  excursion.  Aunt  Gil- 
christ had  come  forth  from  her  chamber  in 
royal  spirits  ;  somehow  or  other  she  had 
procured  for  herself  a  temporary  mitigation 
of  her  neuralgic  pains,  w^hlle  refusing  to 
have  anything  to  do  with  the  drugs  pre- 
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scribed  by  the  doctors ;  and  now  she  was 
waving  a  flag  of  triumph  over  her  enemies, 
and  singing  a  song  of  victory.  But  why, 
at  such  a  juncture,  she  should  have  thought 
fit  to  include  the  Fort  William  ministers  in 
the  hosts  she  was  supposed  to  have  routed, 
it  would  be  difficult  to  determine. 

**  What  ails  ye  at  the  ministers,  Jane  ?  " 
said  her  sister-in-law,  with  a  quiet  smile. 
''If  they  trouble  you  as  little  as  ye  trouble 
them,  Fm  thinking  you  have  little  to  com- 
plain of." 

"  The  bodies  !  The  poor  bits  o'  bodies  !  " 
said  Aunt  Gilchrist,  in  the  magnificence  of 
her  scorn.  ''  They're  just  alike  with  the 
doctors  ;  they're  a'  tarred  with  the  same 
stick  ;  if  you  do  not  go  to  them  there  will 
be  no  mercy  for  you,  in  this  world,  or  the 
next.  Oh  yes,  the  ministers  have  got  their 
bits  o'  bottles  too,  stoppered  and  labelled  ; 
'saving  grace'  written  on  the  outside  ;  and 
they're  the  only  lawful  and   licensed   dis- 
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pensers.  They've  got  their  iodides,  I 
warrant  ye,  and  their  saHcInes,  and  their 
spirits  of  ammonia ;  and  a  fine  stramash 
and  roar  they  set  up  if  ye  go  by  and  pay 
no  heed  to  them.  I'm  told,  Ahson,  ye 
heard  a  fine  whidigig  o'  denouncing  last 
Sunday  ;  and  all  about  what  ? — about  that 
harmless  bit  of  a  temperance  shanty  they 
have  put  on  the  top  of  Ben  Nevis  ;  and  of 
course  it's  to  be  torn  down  and  scattered 
to  the  winds  because  it's  a  temptation  to 
the  3^oung  lads  that  leads  them  past  the 
church  door — the  temptation  to  climb  four 
thousand  four  hundred  feet  of  a  mountain, 
and  at  the  top  of  it  not  a  single  glass  of 
ale  to  slake  their  thirst  !  Poor  fellows,  it's 
no  often  they  get  a  glimpse  of  the  outside 
w^orld,  what  with  their  work  all  the  week, 
and  then  the  chances  of  a  wet  day ;  and 
what  harm  can  there  be  in  going  up  that 
hill,  when  there's  not  even  a  dram  to  be 
got  ?     But  no,  no  ;  it's  my  consulting-room 
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yeVe  got  to  come  to  ;  if  ye  do  not  use  my 
bottles  and  phials  and  patent  mixtures,  then 
you're  doomed.  You'd  think  that  no 
human  creature  could  get  to  heaven  with- 
out applying  to  them  for  a  ticket " 

''  Aunt  Gilchrist,"  said  Alison,  with  a 
smile,  ''  it  wasn't  so  much  the  climbing  of 
Ben  Nevis  that  the  minister  was  angry 
about,  it  was  about  Sabbath-breaking 
generally  ;  and  he  said  that  the  college- 
boys  at  Fort  Augustus  played  cricket  on 
the  Sabbath  afternoons :  now  will  you 
defend  that  ?  " 

But  Aunt  Gilchrist  was  not  to  be  driven 
into  a  corner. 

*'  They're  Roman  Catholics,"  she 
answered,  "  and  I  will  leave  the  Roman 
Catholics  to  defend  themselves.  But  what 
I  say  is  this  :  that  the  Lord  made  us  all, 
and  you  may  trust  Him  to  look  after  us 
all — better  than  these  dour-faced  pulpit- 
thumpers    imagine.       Set    them    up    with 
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their  bells  and  their  bells  !  I  will  say  this 
for  the  doctors,  poor  bodies :  they  may 
haver  as  much  as  ye  like,  and  try  to  get 
ye  to  live  on  poisons,  but  they  dinna  claim 
the  right  to  summon  the  whole  population 
to  their  shops  wi'  a  swinging  and  jangling 
of  iron  hammers.  Mercy  o'  me  !  the  con- 
fusion of  noise  there  is  on  a  Sabbath 
morning,  in  this  wee  town  of  Fort  William, 
passes  everything." 

''I  thought  I  was  back  in  Kirk o' Shields, 
auntie,  when  I  first  heard  it,"  Alison  said. 
''  But  the  rest  of  the  Sabbath  day  is  very, 
very  different  from  Kirk  o'  Shields." 

"  How,  then  ?  "  said  Flora,  who  had  just 
come  in. 

"Oh,  well,"  the  young  lady  continued, 
"  here  it  is  so  brisk  and  cheerful  to  see  the 
people  come  driving  in  to  church  in  their 
dog-carts  and  waggonettes,  and  putting  up 
at  the  inns ;  and  in  the  afternoon  there  is 
a  o-ood   deal    of   strolling    alonof    the    sea- 
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shore,  or  up  the  hills  there ;  and  then,  in 
the  evening,  it  is  so  pretty  to  see  the  boats 
taking  the  people  home  across  the  quiet 
loch " 

"  Alison  Blair,  I  am  just  ashamed  to 
hear  you  !  "  Flora  exclaimed.  "  Driving, 
walking,  rowing  on  the  Sabbath  day — and 
you  sit  In  that  chair  and  describe  such 
wickedness  without  wringing  your  hands  ! 
And  do  you  know  this,  Aunt  Gilchrist  ? — 
next  Sunday  she  Is  coming  to  the 
Established  Church  with  us — yes,  indeed  ; 
she  has  promised.  Just  think  of  that ! 
Poor  thing — lost — lost  ! — gone  over  to 
Erastianism — a  pervert  from  the  faith  of 
her  forefathers ! " 

Indeed,  sectarian  differences  appeared 
to  bother  these  good  folk  very  little.  If  at 
all ;  while  as  for  the  deeper  mysteries  of 
human  life,  and  the  possibilities  surround- 
ing it,  these  were  never  so  much  as 
mentioned  among  them.     Aunt  Gilchrist's 
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easy-going  formula,  ''  The   Lord  made  us, 
and    He'll   look  after   us,"    seemed    to    be 
tacitly  adopted  by  all  of  them  ;  and  it  was 
hardly  incumbent    upon    Alison,    although 
she  had  been  brought  up  among  serious- 
minded  people,  to  begin  and  rebuke  them 
for  their  contented  optimism.     Aunt  Gil- 
christ, having  for  the  time  being  cast  forth 
the     neuralcric     demons     that     had     been 
tormenting     her,    was     determined     upon 
enjoying  her  new-found  liberty  to  the  full ; 
and  althouQrh  the  excuse  was  that  Alison 
ought  to  be  shown  all  the  neighbourhood 
around,    the    fact    was    that    the    old    lady 
herself   was  passionately  fond   of   a  jaunt 
and  its  excitement.     She  herself  was  the 
gayest    of    the    gay    as    the    comfortable 
waggonette    drove    them    away  along    the 
lonely   glens,    the    sweet    air   blowing   by 
them,  the  sun  warm   on  the  heather  and 
the  birches  and  the  silver-gray  rocks,  the 
hills  rising  far  above  them  into  the  cloud- 
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less  blue.  She  had  got  a  large  luncheon- 
basket,  most  cunnuigly  contrived,  that 
could  carry  an  abundance  of  provisions 
and  render  them  independent  of  inns  ;  and 
they  would  halt  at  midday  and  have 
.luncheon  on  some  road-side  knoll,  where 
there  were  a  few  overhanmne  trees  to 
shelter  them  from  the  sun.  And  supposing, 
in  these  still  solitudes,  that  the  day  should 
turn  to  rain :  what  did  Aunt  Gilchrist 
care  ?  With  rugs  and  water-proofs  skilfully 
disposed,  the  little  party  seemed  more 
snug  and  merry  than  ever ;  and  the  old 
lady  would  sing  away  at  her  Scotch  songs, 
which  she  declared  were  infinitely  more 
inspiriting  and  sensible  than  their  High- 
land wails  and  lamentations.  Nay,  in 
defiance  of  the  Doctor,  she  usually  carried 
in  the  luncheon-basket  a  bottle  of  most 
excellent  sherry ;  and  a  glass  of  sherry 
and  a  biscuit  (especially  in  these  troublous 
times  of  wet)  she  maintained  never  harmed 
human  creature. 


A    BOAT-LAUNXH.  I  69 

"  Aunt  Gilchrist,"  Alison  would  say, 
laughing,  "  you're  '  working  for  what  you'll 
get.'" 

"  Oh  yes,  I  know,  I  know,"  she  would 
answer  scornfully  ;  *'  yeVe  heard  the 
Doctor  say  that,  poor  body  !  Duncan 
must  aye  be  grumbling  about  something  ; 
the  last  was  the  expense  of  hiring  this 
waggonette,  instead  of  taking  the  coach  or 
the  mail-gig.  Well,  and  if  it  is  an  expense, 
we're  rid  o'  they  English  tourists  ;  and  we 
can  stop  where  we  like  ;  and  we've  better 
fun  altogether.  Then  just  consider,  Alison  : 
when  this  bit  of  a  pleasure-making's  over, 
I'll  be  going  away  for  the  whole  winter 
into  a  Hydropathic,  and  living  in  penury 
and  sackcloth  and  ashes — ay,  and  instead 
of  a  biscuit  and  a  glass  of  sherry  in  the 
forenoon,  and  a  drop  o'  toddy  the  last 
thing  at  night,  it  will  be  soda-water,  and 
seltzer-water,  and  potass-water,  and  maybe 
some   o'   their   bromides   or  iodides    three 
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times  a  day.  '  Working  for  what  I'll  get  ?  ' 
— very  well,  then  :  /  dont  care ;  now  is 
that  enough  for  you  ?  " 

''  Quite  enough,  Aunt  Gilchrist.  But  if 
your  rheumatism  should  come  back,  you 
will  remember  I  warned  you." 

'*  YoiL — warn  me  ? — you  impertinent 
minx  !  What  do  you  know  about  it  ? 
i\nd  I  tell  you  this,  that  my  pains  and 
sufferings  are  not  to  be  called  by  any  such 
common  and  ordinary  name  as  rheumatism. 
Rheumatism  ?  My  word  !  It's  a  kind  of 
rheumatism  that  has  kept  the  doctors 
clashing  their  empty  heads  together  for 
ever  and  ever  so  long,  and  they're  not  a 
bit  wiser  now  than  when  they  begun." 
And  thus  would  Aunt  Gilchrist  end  the 
deadly  feud. 

Huo^h  Munro  went  with  them  on  certain 
of  those  excursions ;  but  Ludovick  Mac- 
donell  accompanied  them  always — he 
seemed  to  take  it  for  granted  that  he  was 
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to  be  their  escort,  whether  he  received  a 
formal  invitation  or  no.  Alison,  remember- 
ing her  cousin's  revelations,  had  resolved 
to  treat  Captain  Macdonell  with  a  certain 
reserve  ;  but  in  this  constant  ?vSsocIatIon 
she  found  It  difficult — nay,  impossible  ;  any 
stiffness  of  demeanour  on  her  part  seemed 
to  be  thawed  away  by  the  sunny  cheerful- 
ness, the  confidence,  the  imperturbable 
o^ood-nature  of  the  voune  man  himself 
He  would  not  allow  her  to  hold  him  at 
arm's  length.  He  looked  after  her,  as  he 
looked  after  the  others.  In  a  masterful  kind 
of  way ;  he  made  no  scruple  about  fasten- 
ing a  waterproof  cape  round  her  neck,  or 
a  thick  rug  round  her  knees  ;  it  was  he, 
not  she,  who  was  judge  as  to  whether  she 
required  another  slice  of  cold  lamb  at  lunch. 
And  yet  Alison  instinctively  felt  that  there 
was  some  little  difference  between  his 
manner  towards  her  and  towards  the  others. 
He  was   not  qznte  so  masterful  with  her. 
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There  was  a  consideration,  a  kind  of 
gentleness  and  courtesy  that  he  particularly- 
showed  towards  her  ;  and  that  she  attributed 
to  the  fact  of  her  being  a  stranger.  He 
seemed  to  take  an  especial  care  of  her, 
when  she  w^as  alighting  from  the  waggonette, 
or  coming  along  a  gangway,  or  getting  into 
the  rowing-boat  of  an  evening.  Whatever 
babblement  of  talk  was  going  on,  the 
smallest  remark  that  Alison  made  he  was 
sure  to  hear,  and  to  answer.  It  was 
''Miss  Alison"  now;  and  while  Miss 
Alison  was  made  to  do  this  and  that,  all 
for  her  own  good,  no  doubt,  his  general 
supervision  and  authority  over  her  ;  was 
always  accompanied  by  a  certain  gentle 
consideration  and  respect.  And  who, 
indeed,  was  going  to  say  that  Miss  Alison 
should  not  have  the  box-seat  on  the  coach, 
and  the  thickest  rug  on  board  the  steamer, 
and  the  window-view  in  the  inn  parlour, 
when  she  was  at  once  a  stranger  and  a  guest  ? 
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Aunt  Gilchrist,  who  was  a  shrewd  and 
observant  little  woman,  w^as  by  no  means 
blind  to  all  these  pretty  little  civilities  and 
all  this  meek  and  courteous  attention,  and 
she  thouo^ht  she  would  address  a  few 
warning  words,  in  a  skilful  and  roundabout 
way,  to  the  young  laird  of  Oyre.  One 
afternoon  the  four  of  them — Aunt  Gilchrist, 
Captain  Macdonell,  Flora,  and  Alison — 
were  over  at  Corpach.  They  had  driven 
down  Glenfinnan  the  previous  day ;  had 
passed  the  night  at  Kinloch  Aylort ;  and 
were  now  on  their  way  back,  waiting  for 
the  steamer  to  take  them  across  to  Fort 
William.  As  it  chanced,  Alison  and  Flora 
were  walking  up  and  down  the  pier  to- 
gether, talking,  or  idly  looking  over  to  the 
picturesque  view  of  Inverlochy  Castle  and 
Ben  Nevis  that  has  been  so  often  painted  ; 
and  Captain  Ludovick  had  sat  down  beside 
the  old  lady  to  keep  her  company.  Here 
was  an  excellent  opportunity. 
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*'  And  when  are  3^e  going  back  to  Oyre, 
Captain  Macdonell  ?  "  Aunt  Gilchrist  said. 
''  I'm  afraid  we  have  led  ye  Into  a  great 
deal  of  idleness." 

"  Oh,  well,"  he  answered  lightly,  ''  there 
has  been  some  business  to  keep  me  hang- 
ing about  Fort  William  this  last  w^eek  or 
two.  We  are  going  to  have  some  altera- 
tions made  at  Oyre  ;  and  there  were  the 
plans  to  be  overhauled  ;  and  to-morrow  I 
am  to  have  the  estimate.  Then  there  is 
the  launching  of  Hugh's  boat ;  that  will  be 
a  great  occasion  ;  of  course  I  must  wait 
for  that.  Besides,"  he  added,  ''one  doesn't 
often  get  the  chance  of  going  about  with 
so  pleasant  a  party — and  that's  the  truth  ; 
and  I'm  very  much  obliged  to  you  for 
letting  me  help  in  arranging  these  little 
trips,  for  of  course  we  all  want  Miss  x'\lIson 
to  see  Lochaber  to  the  best  advantage." 

''  Miss  Alison  ?  "  the  old  dame  repeated, 
with   grave   and    inscrutable    eyes.      "  Oh 
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yes,  indeed.  Miss  Alison.  Maybe  there 
Is  some  little  attraction  there  ? " 

She  did  not  look  at  him. 

"  Don't  you  think  there  is  a  great  deal 
of  attraction  ?  "  said  he  frankly.  "  I  think 
so — and  I  don't  care  who  knows  it ;  I  think 
there  ouo^ht  to  be  a  Q^reat  deal  of  attraction 
for  any  one  ;  and  it  isn't  merely  her  good 
looks  and  her  pretty  figure — these  are 
obvious  enough  ;  and  it  isn't  merely  her 
kindly  disposition — for  lots  of  people  have 
that ;  but — but — there's  something  more. 
She  has  crot  her  head  screwed  on  stralo^ht, 
and  that's  the  fact.  At  first  she  was  rather 
shy  and  reserved  ;  but  ever  since  she  came 
here  she  seems  to  have  been  growing 
brighter  and  merrier  every  day ;  and  can't 
she  hold  her  own,  If  there's  any  kind  of 
joking  and  quarrelling  going  on  !  Why,  it 
has  been  quite  delightful,"  continued 
Captain  Ludovick,  who  seemed  to  have 
found  an  Interesting  subject,  "  to  watch  her 
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become  more  and  more  at  home,  and 
happier  and  brighter  every  day.  I  fancy 
that  Kirk  o'  Shields  must  be  an  awful 
place.  She  has  given  me  some  hints 
about  the  kind  of  life  the  people  live 
there,  and  I  think  she  is  rather  glad  to  be 
out  of  it  for  a  time  ;  though  she  declares 
she  has  come  into  a  land  peopled  by 
Sadducees.  But  she  has  a  wonderfully 
fair  and  even  and  w^ell-balanced  mind,  and 
a  clear  and  quick  brain  ;  and  if  you  show 
her  that  such  or  such  a  thing  is  reasonable 
and  harmless,  and  so  forth,  she  accepts  it, 
no  matter  what  her  upbringing  has  been. 
Of  course  you  recollect,  Mrs.  Gilchrist, 
that  it  was  you  who  taught  her  '  catch-the- 
ten  ; '  and  you  see  now  who  is  the  first  to 
propose  it,  when  the  supper-things  have 
been  removed." 

But  Aunt  Gilchrist  was  not  to  be  put  off 
her  purpose  ;  this  rambling  panegyric  w^as 
all  very  well,  but  it  was  not  business. 
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"  I'm  very  pleased  to  hear  ye  say  so," 
she  observed,  with  much  deHberation ; 
"  very  pleased  indeed.  For  I  confess  to 
a  liking  for  the  bit  lady  ;  and  I'm  glad  to 
know  that  in  the  eyes  of  other  folk  she 
has  attractions — and  attractions  in  her  own 
right,  so  that  she  is  not  dependent  on 
what  others  may  do  for  her.  Now,  Tm 
going  to  be  frank  with  ye,  Captain  Mac- 
donell,  and  I'll  tell  ye  why  I  like  to  hear 
my  bit  lady  well  spoken  of,  and  for  her 
own  sake  alone.  When  the  doctors  have 
done  their  worst  wi'  me,  and  I  must  o^o — 
and  indeed  there  needna  be  much  regret 
about  departing  for  another  world  if  it's  a 
Hydropathic  ye  happen  to  be  living  in  at 
the  time — there's  a  little  money  I've  to  leave 
behind  me  ;  and  both  my  poor  husband 
and  myself  were  of  one  mind  that  it  should 
go  to  Alison — or  the  bulk  of  it,  at  least. 
But  that's  just  as  I  choose  ;  I  may  leave 
it    to  her,   or   not  leave   it   to   her.      Now 

VOL.   I.  N 
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attend  to  this  :  what's  the  vahie  of  the 
solemn  will  and  testament  of  a  wretched 
creature  that  suffers  from  neureetis  ?  Why, 
as  lone  as  he  or  she  is  alive,  not  a  brass 
farthing!  Not  a  single  penny,  I  tell  ye! 
A  twinge  goes  through  your  ankle  :  there's 
a  flare-up  of  a  quarrel :  a  new  will  made 
instanter,  and  the  money  goes  to  some- 
body else.  That's  the  way  of  it.  If  King 
David  was  alive — poor  man,  he  said  some 
sensible  things  when  he  wasna  aye  groaning 
away  at  his  supplications — King  David 
would  say,  '  Put  not  your  trust  in  princes ; 
no,  nor  in  anybody  that  has  got  peripheral 
neuralgia.'  So  ye  understand.  Captain 
Ludovick,  why  it  is  I'm  pleased  that  my 
niece  Alison  is  attractive  on  her  own 
account,  for  it  is  entirely  possible  that  she 
will  never  get  a  farthing  from  me." 

This  intimation — which  in  the  end  was 
plain  and  clear  enough,  notwithstanding 
the    cunning  and   roundabout  way  it  had 
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been  introduced — did  not  seem  to  discon- 
cert the  vouno^  laird.  As  Alison  and  Flora 
were  coming  up  at  the  moment,  all  he 
could  say  was — 

*'  I  don't  think  your  niece  will  ever  have 
to  depend  on  that  attraction,  Mrs.  Gil- 
christ ;  but  neither  do  I  think  that  you 
and  she  are  likely  to  quarrel." 

When  at  leno^th  thev  o:ot  over  to  Fort 
William,  they  found  Hugh  Munro  waiting 
for  them  on  the  quay  (a  most  unexpected 
honour),  with  the  great  news  that  his 
sailing-boat  was  quite  finished,  and  ready 
to  be  launched  on  the  following  morning. 
As  they  walked  along  to  the  house,  he 
somewhat  shyly  suggested  to  Alison  that 
she  might  perform  the  christening  cere- 
mony ;  and  Alison  cheerfully  assented — 
merely  stipulating  that  she  should  be  told 
what  to  do.  But  when  they  would  have 
him  finally  declare  what  he  had  resolved 
to  call  the  new  craft,  he  became  evasive. 
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They  would  know  in  the  morning,  he  said. 
He  wanted  to  see  how  the  name  looked- — 
in  blue  letters  on  the  band  of  white  under 
the  gunwale. 

"  Oho  !  "  cried  Flora.  "  Then  to-morrow 
we  are  to  o^et  at  the  grrand  secret,  Alison  ! 
I  believe  it's  that  Irish  girl  who  was  at 
Ballachulish  with  the  Macphersons  ;  you'll 
see  the  boat  will  be  called  '  Norah,'  or 
'  Rosina,'  or  '  Kathleen  '  :  do  you  know,  he 
was  quite  civil  to  her  ;  he  actually  stood 
by  the  piano,  and  turned  over  her  music 
for  her —  I  wonder  when  he  would  do  that 
for  any  of  us  !  " 

However,  Hugh  would  say  nothing 
further  ;  and  during  the  rest  of  the  evening, 
whenever  the  morrow's  celebration  was 
spoken  of,  it  was  chiefly  to  assure  Alison 
that  her  duties  would  be  extremely  simple. 
Nor  was  there  to  be  much  of  an  assemblage: 
the  Doctor  would  be  away  attending  to 
his  professional  duties  ;  Mrs.  Munro  would 
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be  looking  after  her  household  ;  Aunt 
Gilchrist  did  not  care  to  walk  so  far 
(periphery  forbidding) ;  and  they  certainly 
did  not  mean  to  take  the  fiend  Johnny 
with  them  on  the  inaugural  trip,  and  have 
him  wishing  all  the  time  for  the  joy  of 
some  mighty  disaster.  Not  only  that,  but 
the  designer  and  owner  of  the  craft  inti- 
mated to  the  two  girls  that,  after  the 
'christening  ceremony,  they  might  as  well 
return  home  :  Ludovick  and  he  meant  to 
have  a  serious  trial  of  the  boat  and  her 
sails  ;  and  it  would  be  a  mistake  (as  he 
hinted)  to  have  useless  baggage  on  board. 

The  ceremony,  as  It  turned  out,  was  of 
the  briefest.  On  this  bright,  breezy,  sunny 
morning  the  four  of  them  walked  along  to 
the  building-yard,  and  found  the  trim, 
shining,  newly  varnished  boat  fixed  In  an 
improvised  slip,  with  a  gallant  bunch  of 
white  heather  at  her  bowsprit.  Alison, 
with  a  modest    little   bottle   in   her  hand, 
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came  forward  blithely  enough  to  perform 
her  part  ;  but  when  she  got  to  the  stem  of 
the  boat  she  suddenly  paused,  and  a  quick 
flush  overspread  her  pale  face  ;  for  there, 
before  her,  on  the  white  band,  in  neat, 
small  letters  of  blue,  she  beheld  the  name 
that  had  been  chosen — The  Bit  Lady. 
Hugh  was  shy,  and  hung  back  ;  Flora  was 
laughing ;  but  Ludovick  Macdonell.  who 
was  by  Alison's  side,  took  the  bottle  from 
her,  cut  the  strings,  released  the  cork,  and 
returned  It  to  her  ;  whereupon  she  poured 
a  little  of  the  wine  over  the  bow,  and 
managed  to  say,  "  Good  luck — and — and — 
I  hope  she  will  be  everything  that  has 
been  expected  of  her — and — and  good 
weather  !  " — which,  alas  !  was  all  unlike 
the  neat  little  speech  she  had  prepared. 
Then  with  a  cheer  the  boat  was  run  down 
the  slip  into  the  water,  and  held  there  ; 
the  builder's  men  had  a  glass  of  whiskey 
apiece,    to    drink    her    good-fortune ;    and 
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forthwith,  as  Macdonell  and  Hugh  got  on 
board,  and  began  to  haul  the  sails  about, 
the  two  young  ladies  took  their  departure. 
''  And  what  do  you  think  of  yourself 
now  ?  "  demanded  Miss  Flora  of  her  com- 
panion (who,  in  truth,  was  extremely 
mortified  that  she  had  made  such  a  muddle 
of  her  benediction).  "  I  believe  you  were 
in  the  secret  all  the  time.  Oh,  it's  you 
quiet  ones  who  know  how  to  come  out 
with  a  dramatic  effect !  The  pretty  con- 
fusion —  the  pretty  embarrassment — the 
pretty,  stammering  little  speech  !  Very 
well  done — very  well  done  indeed — you 
hypocrite  and  actress !  But  there's  one 
thing  perhaps  you're  not  aware  of;  it 
wasn't  Hugh  who  ever  thought  of  calling 
the  boat  after  you  ;  no,  it  wasn't.  Don't 
you  go  and  pride  yourself.  Miss  Dimity, 
with  the  notion  that  you  have  found  favour 
in  the  eyes  of  my  lord  the  Sultan.  What 
can  you  do  better  than  any  of  us  ?     Can 
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you  drive  a  nail  in  straight  ?  Are  you 
ever  correct  about  the  direction  of  the 
wind  ?  Can  3^ou  mark  a  tennis-court,  or 
fold  a  newspaper,  or,  indeed,  do  anything 
right  ?  Can  you  strap  up  a  portmanteau 
without  making  a  fool  of  yourself?  Well, 
now,  that  is  too  bad ! "  continued  Miss 
Flora,  suddenly  shifting  her  ground.  "  You 
don't  know  what  trouble  I  take  In  packing 
his  portmanteau  for  him — remembering 
twenty  things  he  would  be  sure  to  have 
forgotten,  and  putting  them  all  in  their 
places,  and  folded  and  arranged,  instead  of 
shovelling  them  together,  as  he  would  do. 
Then,  when  everything  is  ready  to  be  sent 
downstairs,  my  lord  comes  in  ;  he  looks  at 
the  portmanteau  ;  catches  hold  of  a  strap 
— and  of  course  It's  sure  to  yield  a  little 
if  you  pull  at  it  with  the  strength  of  a 
rhinoceros  ;  he  nods  his  head,  as  much  as 
to  say,  '  I  thought  so  ;  this  is  the  way  a 
girl  buckles  a  strap  ; '  then  he  hauls  each 
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Strap  until  he  has  got  each  buckle  three 
holes  tighter,  and  goes  away  with  a  con- 
temptuous look.  And  do  you  think  he 
considers  you  anything  more  accurate,  or 
handy,  or  fit  to  live  than  the  rest  of  us  ? 
I  bet  you  now,  if  he  asked  you  to  guess 
the  distance  over  to  the  other  side  of  the 
loch  there,  you  would  be  at  least  half  a 
mile  out ;  and  he  wouldn't  remonstrate 
with  you  ;  he'd  only  look  at  you  as  if  to 
say,  '  I  wonder  what  tempted  Providence 
to  create  such  a  set  of  helpless  idiots  as 
girls  are  ! '  So  don't  you  flatter  yourself, 
Miss  Dimity  Puritan,  that  you  have  won 
any  favour.  You're  only  a  girl — your 
pronunciation  of  Latin  is  always  wrong — 
you're  frightened  of  cows — you  can't  do 
anything  right.  But  if  you  would  like  to 
know  who  put  that  idea  into  his  head  of 

calling  the  boat  after  you " 

*'  Who,   then.    Flora  ?  "    her    companion 
asked ;   but  the  big  gray  eyes  were  down- 
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cast,  and  there  was  a  slight  flush  on  the 
pale  face  that  seemed  to  say  that  Miss 
Alison  had  oruessed  the  answer  to  her  own 
question. 

''Why,  Ludovick  Macdonell,  of  course  !" 
the  other  said.     ''  Isn't  it  as  clear  as  day  ?  " 


(     i87     ) 


CHAPTER  VI. 

UEBER    ALLEN    GIPFELN. 

Well,  The  Bit  Lady  was  duly  launched, 
and  her  sailing  powers  tested  again  and 
again ;  but  nevertheless  Ludovick  Mac- 
donell  seemed  to  be  in  no  hurry  to  return 
to  Oyre.  Perhaps  the  plans  and  specifica- 
tions wanted  further  amending  ;  perhaps 
the  contractor  s  estimate  was  excessive  ;  at 
all  events.  Captain  Macdonell  remained  in 
Fort  William,  and  very  much  at  the  service 
of  the  Munroes  and  of  Miss  iVlison  their 
guest.  It  was  not  ''  Alison "  as  yet,  but 
matters  were  tending  in  that  direction  ;  for 
the  young  man  carried  his  good-humoured 
straightforwardness  to  theverge  of  audacity ; 
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and  these  four  companions  had  been  much 
together.  They  left  Johnny  ashore  now 
when  they  went  away  lythe-fishing  as  the 
evening  fell.  Alison  had  got  on  capitally 
with  her  rowing,  and  she  was  fond  of  It ; 
and  she  preferred  to  ply  a  lazy  oar  In 
concert  with  Captain  Ludovick,  while 
Flora  and  Hugh,  In  the  stern  of  the  boat, 
looked  after  the  rods,  and  the  lines,  and 
the  large  white  flies.  Sometimes  the  fish- 
ing was  not  heeded  much.  Sometimes 
they  merely  rowed,  and  quietly  talked  and 
listened — the  hills   around   them    orrowlnor 

o  o 

darker  and  more  dark,  but  the  loch  reflect- 
ing a  wan  and  steely  gray  from  the  pale 
splendour  still  hanging  In  the  north-western 
heavens.  The  charm  of  the  twilight  was 
enough  for  them  :  the  birds  all  gone  to 
rest ;  an  odour  of  sea-weed  In  the  slumber- 
ing air  ;  an  orange  ray,  trembling  down  on 
the  mystic  expanse  of  the  water,  telling 
of  some  cottage-window  under  the  black 
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woods  opposite ;  a  point  of  red  and  a 
point  of  green  far  in  the  south — the  sailing- 
lights  of  a  yacht  lying  there  becalmed. 
Then  the  long  and  idle  pull  home  ;  the 
first  white  stars  becoming  visible  in  the 
transparent  heavens ;  a  string  of  golden 
beads  alonor  the  distant  shore  showinor  them 
the  little  town  for  which  they  were  making. 
Hugh  would  now  take  Alison's  place, 
sending  her  to  sit  side  by  side,  and  arm 
in  arm,  with  Flora.  And  when  either 
brother  or  sister  began  to  sing  one  of 
those  old  Gaelic  airs,  instantly  there  was 
the  other  voice  joining  in,  softly  and  with 
exquisite  harmony,  in  this  silence  broken 
only  by  the  measured  plash  of  the  oars. 
These  were  magical,  lambent  nights. 
When  Alison,  long  afterwards,  in  Kirk  o' 
Shields,  tried  to  recall  them,  it  seemed  to 
her  as  if  they  were  far  too  wonderful  and 
beautiful — as  if  they  never  could  have 
been. 
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But    meanwhile   there    came    alone    the 

o 

long-talked-of  night  pilgrimage  to  the 
summit  of  Ben  Nevis,  with  the  hope  of 
witnessing  the  sun  rise  over  the  German 
Ocean  ;  and  when  the  appointed  evening 
arrived,  everything  seemed  to  be  pro- 
pitious. The  weather  had  been  fine  for 
some  days  before  ;  the  glass  w^as  high  and 
steady  ;  the  few  light  airs  wandering  about 
hardly  stirred  the  glassy  surface  of  the 
loch.  Accordingly,  all  preparations  were 
made ;  and  w^hen  they  were  ready  to  start, 
Johnny  was  sent  on  In  advance  with  the 
two  ponies,  and  directed  as  to  where  he 
should  wait  for  the  little  party  outside 
the  town. 

Johnny  was  a  very  proud  lad  as  he  set 
forth  ;  for  although  his  savage  manners 
had  not  been  softened  by  any  acquaintance 
with  the  graceful  palaestra,  he  bestrode  his 
meek-eyed  animal  with  much  dignity,  lead- 
ing  the    other    pony — the    sumpter-pony. 
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which  carried  the  slung  water-proofs  and 
what  not — by  the  bridle-rein,  while  in  his 
right  hand  he  bore  sceptre-wise  a  stout 
oaken  cudgel.  Nor  was  his  dignity  of 
demeanour,  as  he  passed  in  stately  fashion 
along  the  main  street  of  Fort  William, 
sacrificed  to  that  love  of  adventure  which 
was  dear  to  his  heart.  It  is  true  that 
once  or  twice  he  tried  hard  to  ride  over 
and  scatter  a  group  of  sprawling  urchins  ; 
but  this  was  of  no  avail,  for  the  small  boys 
of  Fort  William  knew  John,  and  fled  at 
his  approach  as  minnows  flee  from  a 
marauding  pike.  Again,  when  he  was 
nearly  out  of  the  town,  he  aimed  a  playful 
blow  at  a  mongrel  cur  that  happened  to  be 
wandering  there  ;  but  he  missed — his  stick 
being  too  short ;  whereupon  the  mongrel 
replied  with  a  sudden  and  vicious  snarl, 
which  caused  Johnny's  pony  to  swerve  so 
violently  that  its  rider  was  very  nearly 
thrown   into  the  middle  of  the    highway. 
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John  turned  In  his  saddle  and  regarded 
the  now  departing  cur,  so  as  to  fix  its 
appearance  firmly  in  his  memory. 

"You  duffle!"  he  said.  '' I  will  not 
forget  you.  No,  my  young  boy,  I  will  not 
forget  you  !  I  will  gif  you  something 
before  many  days  are  over — something 
that  will  be  ferry  good  for  you." 

And  then  he  went  on  a^ain,  erinninof  to 
himself ;  for  he  knew  of  many  and  divers 
schemes  of  vengeance  which  he  could 
leisurely  pick  and  choose  from  before  re- 
turning from  the  top  of  Ben  Nevis  to  his 
own  familiar  haunts  and  occupations. 

Flora,  Alison,  Hugh,  and  Ludovick 
Macdonell  had  by  this  time  started  ;  and 
a  very  gay  and  merry  little  group  they 
were  as  they  left  the  town.  For  one 
thing,  there  was  a  spice  of  adventure  in 
this  expedition  :  even  Alison  had  got  to 
understand  that  it  was  the  unexpected 
that  usually  happened  in  the    mysterious 
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solitudes  of  Ben  Nevis.  But  at  present 
everything  seemed  most  promising ;  the 
evening  was  clear  and  golden  as  they 
passed  along  the  highway,  crossed  the 
bridge,  and  followed  the  path  by  the  river- 
bank  ;  the  mellow  light  was  still  warm  on 
the  foliage  overhanging  the  stream ;  and 
a  scent  of  new-mown  hay  hung  in  the  air, 
for  there  was  not  a  breath  of  wind.  With 
reasonable  luck  they  could  almost  count 
on  a  beautiful  morning ;  and,  what  was 
also  of  some  small  importance,  they  could 
almost  make  sure  of  a  clear  starlit  ni^ht  to 
enable  Johnny  to  get  the  ponies  down  in 
safety,  there  being  no  shelter  for  these 
animals  at  the  top. 

By  the  time  they  had  got  to  the  point 
at  which  the  rude  pathway  leaves  the  wide 
valley  of  Glen  Nevis  and  begins  the  ascent 
of  the  lower  slopes  of  the  mountain,  the 
golden  evening  had  given  place  to  a  silver- 
clear  twilight,  and  the  slender  sickle  of  the 

VOL,  I.  o 
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new  moon  was  visible    over   the    sombre 
masses  of  hills  in  the  south.     Here  Johnny 
was  waiting  ;  and  when  Flora  and  Alison 
had  been  properly  and  carefully  mounted 
on    the    ponies    the    procession    set    forth. 
First  went  Flora,  with  Hugh  as  her  atten- 
dant ;    then    came    Alison,    with    Captain 
Ludovick  walking  by  her  pony's  head,  his 
fingers     just     touching     the     bridle-rein ; 
Johnny  was  left  to  lag  behind  as  he  chose, 
but  with  the  knowledge  that  present  lazi- 
ness   and    comfort   would    only    make    his 
midnight  descent   so  much  the  later.     At 
first   the    way    was    not    very    steep  ;    the 
ponies    got    along     easily    enough ;     and 
Alison  was  delighted  to  find,  in  contradic- 
tion of  her  fears,  that  she  had  no  difficulty 
at   all   in   holdingf  on.      Then   if  the  nio-ht 
seemed  closing  down  on  the  world,  there 
was  still  a  clear  twilight  around  them,  in 
which    all   the    neighbouring   objects — the 
rocks  and  knolls  and  chasms  and  trickling 
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Streams — were  strangely  distinct.  Indeed, 
it  was  altogether  a  joyous  setting-out. 
The  two  young  ladies  were  calling  to  each 
other ;  Alison  in  especial  was  in  the  highest 
spirits,  and  was  so  fearless  and  careless 
that  her  companion  had  to  warn  her  to 
take  heed  a  little  when  her  pony  was 
making  its  way  across  the  rough  stones  in 
the  bed  of  some  shallow  rivulet.  She 
wanted  to  know  when  they  were  to  be 
allowed  to  get  down  and  walk.  Would 
they  go  near  the  tarn  where  he  and  she 
had  been  cauo^ht  in  a  thunder-storm  ? 
When  should  they  be  able  to  see  the 
liorhts  in  Fort  William  ? — or  was  that  not 
possible  at  all  ? 

But  as  they  got  farther  and  farther  up 
into  the  aw^ful  solitude  of  the  hills,  and  as 
they  seemed  to  be  leaving  the  world  they 
had  known  farther  and  farther  below  them, 
there  was  less  talking ;  and  when  they 
came  to  a  rude  little  wooden  bridge  span- 


196  IN    FAR    LOCHABER. 

ning  a  burn — and  here  on  the  bit  of  level 
they  rested  the  ponies  for  a  breathing- 
space — it  was  in  silence  they  contemplated 
their  vast  and  lonely  surroundings.  There 
was  still  a  lambent  glow  in  the  north- 
western heavens  ;  but  the  world  beneath 
them  seemed  to  have  grown  dark  ;  a  gray 
mist  filled  the  silent  valleys.  Alison  saw 
the  crescent  moon  reflected  on  some 
distant  sheet  of  smooth  water,  but  she  did 
not  know  whether  that  was  a  solitary  little 
lake  among  the  hills,  or  an  in-winding  arm 
of  the  sea  ;  and  as  no  one  was  speaking  at 
the  time  she  did  not  ask.  Then  they 
resumed  their  upward  toil,  following  the 
rough  path  that  zigzagged  up  the  mighty 
shoulders  and  slopes  ;  while  the  night 
came  on  apace,  and  the  first  of  the  small, 
twinkling  diamond-points  began  to  show 
In  the  wan  sky  overhead. 

By-and-by  Ludovick  Macdonell  touched 
her    on    the    arm    to   draw   her   attention. 
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Then  she  could  hear  that  Flora  and  Hugh 
were  sinorlne  some  sono^  or  ballad  too^ether. 
She  could  hardly  make  out  the  words, 
though  Macdonell  knew  them  well 
enough — 

"  The  stars  are  all  biirnifig  cheerily,  cheerily, 
Ho  ro,  Mairi  dhu,  turn  to  me  ! 
The  sea-meic  is  mourning  drearily ,  drearily, 
Ho  ro,  Mairi  dhu,  tiwn  to  me  I " 

— but  the  air  was  plaintive  and  tender, 
and  their  intermingling  voices,  even  amid 
the  clatter  of  the  ponies'  hoofs,  made  a 
strangely  effective  harmony  in  the  silence 
and  the  dark.  For  dark  it  had  now 
become,  although  the  stars  overhead  were 
shining  more  and  more  clearly.  She  could 
hardly  make  out  the  path  .before  her,  or 
above  her,  rather,  but  she  knew  that  it 
had  become  exceedingly  steep  and  ex- 
ceedingly rough,  from  the  straining  and 
stumbling  of  the  patient  animal  that  carried 
her.      And   as  far   as   the   starli^^ht  could 
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show  her  anything  of  her  immediate  sur- 
roundings, she  saw  that  here  no  longer 
were  steep  grassy  slopes  scarred  with 
water  channels,  but  blocks  of  sterile  rock 
heaped  upon  one  another,  and  apparently 
rising  perpendicularly  into  the  sky.  There 
were  no  more  soft,  retreating  outlines  in 
the  dusk ;  these  black  masses  were  sharp 
and  angular ;  and  sharp,  too,  were  the 
turns  of  the  now  invisible  path.  This 
upward  struggle  seemed  interminable.  The 
labouring  animals  fought  gallantly  ;  but 
now  there  was  no  little  bit  of  a  level 
bridge  to  give  them  a  rest ;  there  was 
nothing  but  this  continuous,  indomitable 
strain ;  the  foot-falls  on  the  splintered 
stones ;  the  black  rocks  all  around ;  the 
white  stars  overhead. 

And  then — as  it  appeared  to  her — and 
still  far  beyond  them  and  above  them — her 
startled  eyes  beheld  three  squares  of 
crimson  light.     She  was  astonished  beyond 
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measure.  She  had  grown  accustomed  to 
the  black  sohtudes  and  the  silence  ;  she 
had  come  to  think  there  was  nothing 
above  her  but  that  great  vault  of  stars  : 
what  were  these  strange  illuminations  ? 
Had  they  toiled  upward  from  the  valleys 
of  the  world,  to  find  before  them  the 
mystic  gates  of  heaven  ?  And  now  she 
found  that  the  pony  was  going  with  less 
of  an  upward  strain  ;  and  Macdonell  (who 
had  not  spoken  to  her  for  some  time  back, 
having  to  save  his  breath  for  the  climbing) 
was  leading  the  animal  carefully  forward 
over  the  loose  stones  ;  and  at  length  her 
bewildered  eyes  made  out  that  they  were 
nearing  some  dark  object,  of  unknown 
dimensions,  and  that  these  three  squares 
of  crimson  were  windows  with  red  blinds. 
The  next  minute  a  blaze  of  yellow  light 
came  forth  Into  the  dark ;  Flora,  she  saw, 
was  getting  down  from  her  pony;  presently 
they  were  all  standing  at  the  open  door, 
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giving  one  look  backward  to  the  clear- 
throbbing  skies  (there  Capella  was  burning; 
and  the  misty  Pleiades  ;  the  pale  mother 
of  Andromeda  displayed  her  trembling 
jewels ;  and  Arcturus  shone  from  afar) 
before  they  passed  Into  the  common  room 
of  this  remote  little  caravanserai,  where  a 
pleasant  welcome  and  a  blazing  fire  awaited 
them. 

And  now  the  long-pent-up  flood  of  talk 
broke  loose  ;  for  these  were  new  experi- 
ences, and  so  far  the  expedition  had  been 
wholly  successful  ;  besides,  they  were  glad 
to  get  Into  this  warm  and  friendly  shelter 
after  passing  through  the  bleak  and 
dark  solitudes.  Very  soon  there  was  a 
sumptuous  banquet  of  ham  and  eggs 
smoking  on  the  table  before  them  ;  and  as 
this  light-hearted  little  group  of  friends  sat 
round  the  hospitable  board,  they  fell  to 
talking  about  the  great  masses  of  popula- 
tion  far    away  beneath    them — the    popu- 
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lation  of  Great  Britain,  in  fact — in  dining- 
rooms  and  drawing-rooms,  in  lecture-rooms 
and  concert-rooms,  sitting  in  theatres, 
dressing  for  balls,  busy  with  the  endless 
amusements  and  occupations  of  modern 
life.  And  Captain  Ludovick  not  only 
claimed  for  his  companions  that  they  con- 
stituted the  uppermost  circle  of  all  the 
social  circles  in  Great  Britain,  but  main- 
tained that,  viewed  from  their  sublime 
elevation,  all  other  gradations  of  rank  and 
position  and  dignity  were  as  nothing  at  all 
— were  as  half-invisible  lines.  They  were 
not  quite  sure  but  that  the  scientific  gentle- 
man in  the  observatory  might  be  their 
superior  by  a  few  feet ;  at  all  events,  he 
was  their  only  rival  as  to  pride  of  place  in 
the  three  kingdoms.  And  presently  there 
came  another  to  share  their  glory — Johnny, 
to  wit — who  put  his  head  in  at  the  door  to 
announce  his  arrival. 

Johnny  was  exceedingly  sulky  when  he 
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came  In,  for  the  last  part  of  the  ascent  had 
been  more  than  he  had  bargained  for,  and 
he  was  breathless  and  tired  and  beaten  ; 
but  when  he  was  directed  to  sit  down  at 
a  small  table,  and  presented  with  a  lavish 
supper — moreover,  Captain  Ludovick  was 
so  kind  as  to  order  for  him  a  bottle  of 
that  delectable  beverage,  ginger  ale,  which 
Johnny  had  never  before  tasted — he  got 
into  a  much  better  humour  ;  and  an  occa- 
sional twinkle  in  his  eye  showed  that  he 
heard  plainly  enough  what  was  going  on  at 
the  other  table. 

''Well,  Johnny,"  said  Flora,  turning  to 
him,  ''and  what  do  you  think  of  Ben  Nevis 
now  r 

"  Well,"  said  he,  with  his  mouth  half  full, 
but  with  his  small  eyes  alert  enough,  "  I 
wass  thinking  ahl  the  way  up  that  it  wass  a 
ferry  stupid  thing  to  make  a  hull  as  big  as 
thus.  A  ferry  foolish  thing.  It  is  no  use 
to  any    one,    except   to   break  your    legs. 
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What  is  the  use  of  a  hull  so  big  as  thus  ? 
But  mebbe,"  he  added,  as  an  afterthought 
— and  a  pleasing  grin  suffused  his  face — 
"  mebbe  some  day  it  will  fall  down  on  the 
top  of  Fort  William.  Cosh,  there  w^ould 
be  many  a  one  get  a  sore  head  that  day  ! " 

"  How  are  you  going  down  again, 
Johnny  ?  "  she  continued.  ''  Are  you  going 
to  ride  the  one  pony  and  let  the  other 
follow  ?  " 

"  Not  me,"  said  he  instantly.  ''  I  do 
not  wdsh  to  go  over  and  break  my  neck." 

'*  How  wall  you  get  them  down,  then  ? " 
she  asked. 

*'  I  will  put  them  on  the  track  and  drive 
them  both  before  me,"  said  he.  "  They 
can  see  in  the  dark  well  enough,  them 
beasts — better  than  me,  anyway."  And 
then  he  glanced  at  Captain  Macdonell,  of 
whom  he  was  always  somewhat  afraid. 
"  And  a  o:ood  thincr  is  thus,"  he  con- 
tinued,   with  a   furtive   snigger    about    his 
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mouth,  "that  if  the  Duffle  Is  wandering 
about  they  will  knock  against  him  first. 
Cosh,  that  w^ould  be  a  fine  sight,  to  see 
him  go  head  over  heels  down  a  gully  !  " 

"  As  if  you  could  see  him  in  the  dark  !  " 
said  she. 

"  Bit  why  not  ?"  he  remonstrated;  and 
there  was  a  sort  of  vindictive  joy  in  his 
face.  "Wouldn't  there  be  sparks  of  fire 
flying  from  him,  he  would  be  in  such  a 
rage  ?  " 

"  I'd  advise  you  to  hurry  up,  my  young 
friend,"  Captain  Ludovick  interposed, 
*'  and  get  those  animals  started  off  while 
the  night  is  still  clear.  And  you'd  better 
play  no  pranks,  mind,  Master  Johnny  ;  if 
you  lame  one  of  those  ponies  you'll  get 
something  that'll  make  you  wish  you  never 
had  come  within  twenty  miles  of  Lochaber." 

Johnny  took  the  hint  in  quite  good  part, 
for  the  bountiful  supper  and  the  ginger  ale 
had  comforted  him  exceedingly  ;  and  it  was 
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with  a  merry  allusion  to  the  probability  of 
his  encountering  the  Duffle  on  his  way 
down  that  he  untethered  the  ponies,  took 
the  leading  one  by  the  bridle,  and  dis- 
appeared  into  the  silence  of  the  night. 

"  But  if  he  were  really  to  be  frightened 
on  the  way  down  ? "  said  Alison,  w^hen 
they  had  returned  to  the  comfortable  little 
table  near  the  fire.  *'  If  he  were  to 
imagine  he  saw  somethino^  ?" 

''  Oh  no  ;  trust  the  thickness  of  Johnny's 
skull  for  that,"  Hugh  Munro  said,  with  a 
smile.  "  He'll  2:0  whistlinor  and  sineine 
all  the  w^ay  down  to  Fort  William.  That 
dark  and  demoniacal  imamnatlon  of  his 
doesn't  reach  as  hio^h  as  that ;  It  deals 
with  little  things,  and  mostly  wath  the 
birds  and  beasts  he  finds  around  him  in 
actual  life.  When  he  talks  about  the  hlo- 
Duffle  It's  only  to  alarm  the  small  boys,  or 
to  make  jokes  for  you — if  he  thinks 
Ludovick   won't  fllnof   somethinor   at   him  ; 
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what  Johnny  Is  really  superstitious  about, 
what  he  fears,  Is  the  mischief  that  may  be 
done  himself  by  dangerous  creatures — 
toads,  adders,  stinging  jelly-fish,  congers, 
and  things  of  that  kind ;  yes,  and  cats. 
He  has  an  abject  fear  of  cats — they're 
witches,  he  says — and  if  he  can  shy  a 
stone  at  one  when  It  doesn't  see  him,  that 
is  delight ;  but  if  it  happens  to  turn  its 
head,  then  Johnny  drops  the  stone  and 
looks  at  the  sky,  as  innocent  as  you  could 
think.  But  the  rascal  Is  not  easily 
frightened,  as  a  rule  ;  no,  the  mischief  with 
him,  if  he  Is  In  a  boat,  is  that  he  will  risk 
any  danger  for  the  sake  of  an  adventure. 
You'll  have  a  steamer  blowing  and  blowing 
her  whistle,  and  that  fellow  will  keep  on, 
trying  to  clear  her,  unless  you  knock  him 
aside  and  jam  down  the  helm." 

''  That's  all  very  well,"  said  Captain 
Ludovick,  who,  indeed,  was  not  so  lenient 
towards  Johnny's   impish  freaks  and  fan- 
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tasies  as  the  others.  "  I  don't  mind  his 
risking  his  own  carcase  for  the  enjoyment 
of  a  colhsion,  but  I  object  to  his  putting 
anybody  else  into  danger.  And  you  know 
he  lost  his  head  entirely  that  day  he  took 
Alison  out  in  the  boat."  (It  was  ''  Alison  " 
now,  but  perhaps  this  was  a  mere  inad- 
vertence.) "Why  did  he  never  get  a  good 
sound  drubbing  for  playing  that  prank  ? " 

"  Because  I  was  responsible  for  the 
whole  affair,"  the  young  lady  said  promptly  ; 
''  and  if  anybody  is  to  be  beaten,  you  must 
beat  me." 

"  No,  I  won't  beat  you,"  said  Captain 
Ludovick  graciously;  "but  I'm  going  to 
send  you  all  to  bed,  for  you'll  be  called 
early  in  the  morning,  and  you  must  try  to 
get  what  sleep  you  can." 

As  it  turned  out,  there  was  to  be  no 
sleep  for  Alison,  or  next  to  none,  when  she 
retired  to  the  small  chamber  that  had  been 
allotted    her.     Towards    midnight   a  wind 
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arose,  and  gradually  it  increased,  until  it 
could  be  heard  sweeping  across  the 
mountain-top  in  long,  plaintive  sighs  and 
wails.  The  firmly  fixed  little  wooden 
shanty  did  not  shake,  did  not  even  tremble, 
but  the  force  of  the  wind  could  be  gathered 
from  the  shriller  and  shriller  note  that 
seemed  to  be  the  precursor  of  a  storm. 
Alison  lay  and  listened  to  the  bodeful 
sound  ;  sometimes  she  slumbered  off  a 
little  ;  then  this  ominous  cry  would  wake 
her  again,  and  she  would  wonder  when  the 
window  would  begin  to  show  in  the  dark. 
And  at  last  the  welcome  light  appeared  ; 
there  was  a  small  square  of  faint  bluish- 
gray  in  her  apartment  now ;  and  she 
thought  she  would  not  wait  to  be  called. 
What  was  the  use  of  lying  here,  listening 
to  the  moaning  of  the  wind  ?  She  got  up 
and  dressed  very  quietly ;  then  she  made 
her  way  into  the  common  room,  where  the 
supper-things  of  the  previous  night  were 
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Still  on  the  table ;   she  went  to  the  door, 
lifted  the  latch,  and  passed  outside. 

At  first  she  could  see  nothing  at  all.  A 
cold  gray  mist  was  driving  by,  enveloping 
everything,  so  that  she  could  only  make 
out  a  few  wet  stones  at  her  feet ;  and  she 
dared  not  move  a  yard  away  from  the 
door.  But  presently  this  small  horizon 
began  to  widen  ;  she  saw  more  and  more 
of  the  stones ;  then  a  sudden  cessation  of 
them,  as  if  that  were  the  edge  of  the  little 
plateau  ;  and  she  thought  she  might  venture 
along  to  look  into  the  chasm  beyond. 
She  went  cautiously,  for  these  stones  were 
large  and  angular  ;  besides,  she  was  trying 
to  fix  in  her  brain  the  whereabouts  of  the 
wooden  shanty,  so  that  she  might  be  able 
to  make  her  way  back  in  the  event  of  the 
fog  closing  in  upon  her  again.  But  when 
she  got  along  to  the  edge  of  the  chasm  all 
was  blank.  There  was  nothing  before 
her  but  a  waste  of  gray.     So  she  thought 
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the  others  were  just  as  well  advised  to 
remain  withln-doors  ;  clearly  there  was  to 
be  no  sunrise. 

But  nevertheless  this  mysterious,  form- 
less vacancy  kept  moving  In  a  singular 
manner ;  vague  phantoms  seemed  to  pass 
through  it ;  a  kind  of  fascination  kept  her 
there,  as  if  she  knew  that  something  must 
happen.  And  what  happened  first  of  all 
was  that  the  heavens  seemed  to  open  over 
her  head ;  she  quickly  looked  up,  and 
behold !  the  zenith  was  of  a  pale,  clear 
purple,  perfectly  cloudless  and  serene. 
The  light  around  her  appeared  to  Increase  ; 
out  of  the  white  gulf  before  her  rose  a 
sterile  crag,  silent  and  awful ;  and  there 
w^as  a  bronze  hue  on  the  bare,  rocky 
slopes,  as  if  they  faced  some  unknown 
radiance.  Then  all  of  a  sudden  it  seemed 
as  if  the  plateau  on  which  she  stood  were 
lifted  out  of  these  interchanging  vapours, 
and  she  was  bidden  to  look  abroad  on  a 
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newly  created  universe.  Far  away  to 
the  east,  between  her  and  the  horizon, 
and  almost  level  with  her  feet,  stretched 
an  interminable  sea  of  clouds  —  vast 
mountainous  masses  they  were,  solid, 
slowly  moving,  their  upper  ridges  touched 
with  saffron,  the  intervening  spaces  of  a 
shadowy,  impenetrable  blue.  Far  away 
to  the  west,  again,  she  caught  a  glimpse  of 
some  lower  region — of  darkened  hills  and 
sombre  valleys,  with  the  wan  waters  of 
Loch  Eil  lying  still  and  gray  in  the  strange 
twilight.  But  it  was  the  wonders  that 
were  occurring  around  her  and  before  her 
that  claimed  all  her  attention  now,  startling 
her,  bewildering  her,  and  eventually  para- 
lyzing her  wath  a  blind,  dumb  sense  of 
terror.  For  this  seemed  a  dreadful  thinor 
— this  rising  of  awful  shapes  out  of  that 
vast  witches'  caldron — sterile  peaks  and 
scarred  precipices  that  slowly  revealed 
themselves  as  if  called  up  by  some  mighty 
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magician,  and  as  slowly  disappeared  again 
into  the  gloom.     She  seemed  to  be  looking 
on    at    the    creation    of    a   world ;    but    a 
phantasmal  world ;  a  world  of  spectral  and 
shadowy    cliffs    and    crags ;    whereas    the 
solid     and    substantial    things    were    the 
mountain-masses  of  cloud  that  she  could 
see   far  below  her,   slow-rolling  one   over 
the  other,  and  ever  advancing,   silent  and 
threatening,     until     they    blotted    out    of 
existence  those  barren  heights  and  those 
lurid  gulfs  that  a  moment  before  had  them- 
selves seemed  so  terrible.     And  sometimes, 
in  their  slow  advance,  those  orange-crested, 
gigantic  billows  would  rise  and  rise,  as  if 
they  were   about   to   overwhelm  her  also, 
and  the  bit  of  rock  on  which   she  stood. 
Her    head  grew    faint    and    giddy.      The 
earth  seemed  to  have  no  foundation.      She 
was    but    a    phantom    in    this    w^orld    of 
phantoms :    when    should    she,     too,    dis- 
appear into  that  awful  abyss  ?     The  vision 
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of  the  prophet  Jeremiah  was  before  her : 
*'  I  beheld  the  earth,  and,  lo,  it  was 
without  form,  and  void  ;  and  the  heavens, 
and  they  had  no  Hght.  I  beheld  the 
mountains,  and,  lo,  they  trembled,  and  all 
the  hills  moved  lightly.  I  beheld,  and,  lo, 
there  was  no  man,  and  all  the  birds  of  the 
heavens  were  fled."  She  seemed  to  have 
no  power  to  go  or  to  stay ;  the  fascination 
of  this  awful  phantasmagoria  held  her 
there  ;  and  yet  she  knew  that  her  footing 
was  quite  unstable  ;  all  things  were  as  a 
dream.  And  then,  without  warning,  in  a 
moment,  the  fate  that  she  had  feared  befell 
her ;  she  was  surrounded,  isolated,  cut  off 
from  all  the  rest  of  the  world,  nothing 
visible  to  her  but  the  piece  of  rock  on 
which  she  stood.  In  vain,  and  with 
quickened  terror,  she  turned  this  way  and 
that  to  gain  some  knowledge  of  her 
position  :  she  was  conscious  only  that  close 
by  her,  on  which  side  she  knew  not,  was 
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that  frightful  abyss,  and  that  a  single  step 
might  launch  her  into  its  unknown  deeps. 
She  shrank  back  from  this  hideous  chaos, 
and  yet  dared  not  move  ;  the  white  mists 
seemed  to  choke  her  ;  her  knees  would  no 
longer  bear  her  weight ;  and  while  some 
vague,  wild  cry  of  *'  Alison  !  Alison  ! "  rang 
in  her  ears,  she  sank  to  the  ground  un- 
conscious, and  lay  there  as  if  life  itself  had 
fled  from  her. 

When  she  came  to  herself,  a  few  minutes 
thereafter,  she  was  in  her  own  small  room, 
whither  Ludovick  Macdonell  had  carried 
her,  and  Flora  was  standing  by  her  bed- 
side. No  sooner  did  she  open  her  eyes 
than  she  shuddered  and  drew  back,  as  if 
she  still  thought  she  was  on  the  verge  of 
that  ghastly  precipice ;  but  Flora  was 
holding  her  hand,  and  gently  chafing  it. 
She  was  for  getting  up  forthwith,  but  this 
was  not  to  be  thought  of,  Flora  insisted  ; 
it  would  be  some  hours  before  they  set  out 
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on  the  return  journey ;  Alison  must  drink 
some  hot  tea,  and  He  still,  and  if  possible 
get  some  sleep. 

"  Why,  what  a  fright  you  gave  us, 
Alison  ! "  Flora  said,  when  she  saw  that 
her  cousin  was  almost  recovered.  "  We 
did  not  know  you  had  gone  out.  We 
thought  you  might  just  as  well  be  left 
alone  in  your  room,  since  there  was  to  be 
no  sunrise  ;  and  then  it  was  Ludovick  who 
noticed  that  your  door  had  been  left  a 
little  bit  open,  and  he  bade  me  go  and  see. 
I  can  tell  you  we  got  a  horrible  fright 
when  we  found  you  had  been  out  all  the 
time,  and  by  yourself;  and  just  as  we  set 
out  to  look  for  you,  the  mist  came  over, 
and  we  were  more  frightened  than  ever. 
Didn't  you  hear  us  calling  ?  Do  you 
know  that  when  Ludovick  found  you,  you 
Vv-ere  just  at  the  edge  of  that  terrible 
precipice  where  the  snow  is  ? " 

Alison  shivered  slightly. 
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"  Yes,  I  know.  I — I  tried  to  come 
away  and  I  couldn't — I  was  afraid  to 
move.  But  I'm  all  right  now,  Flora  ;  and 
if  we  are  to  be  here  for  some  hours  yet, 
won't  you  go  and  lie  down  ?  " 

''Well,  yes,  I  will,  then,"  her  cousin 
said.  ''And  you'd  better  get  some  sleep 
too,  Alison.  Why,  the  idea  of  your  going 
out  in  a  place  like  this  all  by  yourself,  and 
at  such  an  hour — no  wonder  you  were 
frightened  out  of  your  senses  !  " 

As  it  chanced,  Alison  did  eventually  fall 
into  a  profound,  if  far  from  dreamless, 
sleep,  and  they  did  not  choose  to  disturb 
her ;  so  that  it  was  a  little  after  ten  o'clock 
before  the  little  party  were  ready  to  begin 
the  descent  of  the  mountain.  Their  down- 
going  was  not  nearly  so  merry  as  their 
up-coming  ;  for  it  was  evident  to  the  others 
that  Captain  Macdonell  was  unusually 
grave  and  preoccupied.  He  was  very 
kind  to  Alison  ;  bidding  her  take  plenty  of 
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time  and  not  hurry  over  those  loose  stones 
which  offered  so  insecure  a  foothold  ;  and 
carrying  her  water-proof  for  her,  when  the 
occasional  heavy  showers  were  followed  by 
a  burst  of  hot  sunshine.  But  his  customary 
light-heartedness  was  gone ;  he  seemed  to 
be  thinking  back  over  something  or  other ; 
and  he  only  brightened  up  a  little  when  at 
length  they  were  all  down  in  Glen  Nevis, 
and  Alison  safely  seated  in  the  waggonette 
that  he  had  ordered  to  meet  them  there. 

It  was  a  day  or  two  after  these  occur- 
rences that  Flora  made  a  little  confession 
— or  revelation,  rather — to  her  cousin. 

"  Do  you  know,  Alison,"  said  she — and 
she  regarded  her  companion's  face  as  she 
spoke,  yet  with  no  inimical  scrutiny — 
"  that  Ludovick  was  terribly  put  about 
when  he  found  you  lying  on  the  rocks 
and  brought  you  in  ?  I  believe  he  hardly 
knew  what  he  was  saying  ;  I  fancy  he 
considered  himself  responsible  for  having 
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advised  you  to  go  up  there  ;  and  the 
possibility  of  your  having  come  to  harm 
frightened  him  terribly.  Do  you  know 
what  he  said  when  he  carried  you  in  ? 
He  declared  that  if  you  had  fallen  over 
the  precipice,  he  would  have  gone  over  too 
— that  he  would  never  have  come  down 
to  Fort  William  alive." 

And  it  was  remarkable,  from  that  day 
henceforth,  that  even  among  Flora's  wildest 
jests  and  jibes  and  whimsicalities,  never 
a  word  more  was  heard  of  her  petulant, 
half-laughing  taunt  that  Alison  had  stolen 
away  her  sweetheart  from  her. 
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CHAPTER   VII. 

AT    OYRE    HOUSE. 

Alas  !  the  time  was  now  fast  approaching 
when  AHson  would  have  to  leave  this 
enchanted  land  (for  it  was  an  enchanted 
land  to  her,  at  all  events)  ;  and  Captain 
Ludovick,  who  meanwhile  had  carried 
home  his  plans  and  estimates,  and  come 
back  to  Fort  William,  was  quite  distressed 
that  nothinof  had  been  settled  about  the 
long-projected  visit  to  Oyre.  Eventually 
he  went  to  Flora,  and  besought  her,  as  a 
great  kindness  to  himself,  to  get  Aunt 
Gilchrist  definitely  to  fix  a  day  ;  and  Flora 
undertook  the  task  with  a  light  heart. 
But  this  was  a  most  luckless  mornincr  ; 
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for  no  sooner  had  the  young  lady  broached 
the  subject  than  she  found  herself  suddenly 
and  furiously  attacked,  without  rhyme  or 
reason,  and  overwhelmed  with  bitter  and 
angry  reproaches.  Flora,  who  instantly 
perceived  that  the  demon  Neuritis  was 
wandering  around,  was  for  beating  an 
immediate  retreat ;  but  she  was  not  allowed 
to  go  before  she  had  received  some  in- 
formation regarding  herself  She  was  a 
thoughtless,  inconsiderate,  ungrateful  minx  ; 
she  had  no  care  or  concern  for  any  one 
but  herself;  her  elders  and  their  sufferings 
and  afflictions  were  of  no  account  with  her ; 
only  her  own  idle  amusements  and  follies 
were  uppermost  in  her  empty  head.  Nay, 
more — she  was  accused  of  being  involved 
in  a  base  and  vile  conspiracy. 

'*  Oh,  ay,"  said  the  fierce  little  dame, ''  ye 
may  think,  because  I'm  old,  I'm  blind. 
I'm  not  blind,  I  tell  ye  ;  I  can  see  as  well 
as  any  of  ye.     And  I   know  these  High- 
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land  lairds  ;  they've  not  a  penny  to  bless 
themselves  with  ;  but  of  course  if  ye  get 
that  lad  Macdonell  to  marry  Alison,  then 
it's  me  that  will  have  to  pay  the  piper. 
That's  your  pretty  scheme,  is  it  i^ — and 
everybody's  comfort  to  be  sacrificed  to  it, 
ay,  even  if  your  very  life  should  be  put  in 
danger  by  the  shaking  and  travelling  !  I 
know  fine  what  he's  after ;  and  I'll  be 
bound  she's  willino-  enough  too  :  havena  I 
seen  the  blood  jump  to  her  face  when  she 
heard  his  foot  outside  on  the  gravel  ?  A 
pretty  pact  it  is  amongst  ye  all ! — and  ye 

think  I'm  blind " 

"  You  may  say  what  you  like  about  me, 
Aunt  Gilchrist,"  Flora  remarked,  with 
perfect  good-nature,  "  but  you  need  not 
say  such  things  about  Alison,  for  you  don't 
believe  them,  to  begin  with.  I  am  pretty 
certain  that  no  such  idea  has  ever  entered 
into  her  head.  No,  nor  into  Ludovick's 
head  either  ;  but,  if  it  had,  what  could  be 
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more  natural  ?  He  has  birth,  and  she  will 
have  money " 

"  She  will  have  money  ?  "  Amit  Gilchrist 
repeated,  with  a  fresh  explosion  of  wrath. 
"  Who  said  she  will  have  money  ?  " 

''Why,  you  yourself,  Aunt  Gilchrist!" 
said  Flora. 

''  How  dare  you  stand  there,  Flora 
Munro,  and  tell  such  stories  !  "  the  old  lady 
exclaimed.  ''How  dare  you  !  Haven't  I 
told  every  one  of  ye,  over  and  over  again, 
that  she  may  never  have  a  farthing  ? 
Haven't  I  told  Macdonell  too  ?  Haven't 
I  warned  him,  as  plain  as  any  woman 
could  speak  ?  " 

"  Well,  if  he  understands  that,  where  is 
the  harm  of  his  wanting  to  marry  Alison  ? 
— that  is,  if  he  does,  for  I'm  sure  I  don't 
know  anything  about  it." 

But  this  cool  indifference  only  seemed 
to  anger  the  old  lady  the  more. 

"  I  know  what  your  fine  arguments  are 


AT    OYRE    HOUSE.  223 

worth  i"  she  cried.  "  I  know  your  hypo- 
critical ways.  Brazenness  isn't  always  in 
the  face,  my  young  madam  ;  it  may  be  in 
the  conscience,  let  me  tell  you  that,  miss. 
Go  away  and  send  Alison  to  me  ! " 

Flora  was  well  content  to  go  ;  and  very 
soon  she  found  Alison. 

"  Aunt  Gilchrist  wants  you,"  she  said 
cheerfully.    ''  And  you're  going  to  catch  it." 

''  What  for  ?  "  said  Alison,  wondering. 

'*  Oh,  I  don't  know.  Periphery  is 
meandering  about,  I  suppose ;  and  It's  too 
early  to  get  her  to  take  some  port-wine 
negus.  So  off  you  go,  Alison,  my  loving 
dear,  and  get  your  whipping." 

But  it  was  not  at  all  as  a  repentant  and 
frightened  child  that  Miss  Dimity  Puritan 
now  entered  her  aunt's  room.  For  a 
young  woman,  she  had  acquired  a  quite 
sufficient  sense  of  her  own  dignity.  In 
her  earlier  days  she  had  always  been  "  the 
bit  lady  ; "  and,   now  she   was  grown  up, 
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she  was  perhaps  a  Httle  more  serious- 
minded  than  many  of  her  years.  When 
she  opened  the  door  and  went  in,  and 
closed  it  behind  her,  she  was  perfectly 
calm  and  self-possessed.  This  was  not  ar 
all  the  kind  of  person  to  fear  or  to  brook 
a  whipping. 

''  What  did  you  send  that  girl  Flora  to 
me  for  ?  "  was  the  abrupt  demand.  "  You 
hadn't  the  courage  to  come  yourself,  I 
suppose  ?  But  ye're  all  in  the  same  pact 
— all  in  the  same  pact — and  not  one  o'  ye 
caring  for  anything  but  your  own  selfish 
ends  and  enjoyments.  Enjoyments  ?  A 
pretty  enjoyment  for  me  to  go  away  hading 
here  and  harling  there  out  o'er  the  country 
when  I  can  scarcely  put  my  foot  to  the 
ground  to  cross  the  room.  But  what  do 
you  care  about  that,  you  or  any  one  o' 
them  ?  " 

*'  Indeed,  Aunt  Gilchrist,  I  do  not  want 
you   to  go  to  Oyre   if  you  would    rather 
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not,"  Alison  said  quite  simply.  ''And  I'm 
sure  I  didn't  send  Flora  to  you — I  believe 
it  was  Captain  Macdonell  who  asked  her. 
But  I'm  certain  of  this,  that  not  one  of  us 
would  wish  you  to  go  if  it  would  cost  you 
any  trouble " 

"  *  One  of  us  ? '"  the  old  dame  repeated 
bitterly.  "  Ay,  there  ye  are !  There's 
the  cat  out  o'  the  bag.  A  pact  among  ye 
to  deceive  a  poor  old  woman  who'll  soon 
enough  be  away  from  amongst  ye.  And 
then  perhaps  ye'll  be  sorry.  Selfishness  is 
a  tine  thing  for  the  young,  but  it's  no  so 
fine  to  look  back  on  when  they  that  should 
have  been  treated  different  have  been 
taken  away." 

"  Aunt  Gilchrist,  I  don't  know  what  you 
mean  by  talking  like  that !  "  Alison  said 
somewhat  proudly.  *'  We  thought  you 
would  be  as  pleased  to  go  as  any  one,  and 
no  one  wished  you  to  go  against  your  will. 
I  don't  see  where  there  was  any  selfishness 
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or  deceit ;  and — and  it  isn't  fair  to  talk 
like  that,  and  about  so  small  a  thing." 

"  Oh  yes,  I'm  always  in  the  wrong ! " 
Aunt  Gilchrist  exclaimed,  with  a  toss  of 
her  head.  ''  I'm  the  tyrant.  You  are  all 
poor,  suffering  victims,  and  I'm  a  selfish 
monster.  Say  it ! — oh  yes,  say  it !  I 
know  ye  say  it  amongst  yourselves  :  I'm 
just  a  monster  of  selfishness.  But  what 
brought  ye  here,  to  Fort  William,  I  want 
to  know  ?  Was  it  to  go  galivanting  about 
the  country  when  other  folk  can  scarcely 
stir  from  their  chair  ?  What  did  ye  come 
here  for  ?  To  go  prancing  down  to  the 
shore  and  back  from  the  shore — and 
stravayging  about  the  place  ?  " 

Alison  had  turned  a  little  pale. 

"  I  came  here,  Aunt  Gilchrist,"  she  said, 
"  because  you  were  my  mother's  sister, 
and  because  you  asked  me  to  come ;  and 
— and  because  you  had  been  kind  to  me 
many  a  time  before."     For  a  brief  second 
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her  voice  was  not  so  firm,  but  only  for  a 
second ;  and  she  held  her  head  erect. 
''  And  I  was  going  home  in  a  day  or  two, 
as  you  know  ;  but  if  you  do  not  wish  me 
here  I  would  rather  not  stay.  I  am  ready 
to  go  at  once." 

''  Go  if  you  like,  then  !  "  the  other  said 
snappishly. 

Alison  hesitated  for  a  moment,  but  there 
was  no  recalling  of  the  ungracious  words. 

"  Good-bye,  Aunt  Gilchrist ! "  she  said. 

In  spite  of  herself  tears  rose  to  her  eyes, 
and  she  stood  there  irresolute,  not  wishing 
to  make  any  advance,  and  yet  waiting  for 
some  small  sio^n  of  farewell. 

"  Oh,  go  away  if  you  like,"  said  the 
irascible  small  dame,  without  looking  up. 
"  I  don't  want  you.  Your  room's  better 
than  your  company."  And  then,  suddenly, 
a  twinge  of  pain  shot  across  her  contracted 
forehead.  "  Here,  Alison,  come  and  un- 
button my  boots,  will  ye  ?     I'd  just  like  to 
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dino-  that  man  o'  a  shoemaker — sendinor 
me  home  a  pair  o'  boots  Hke  this  when 
well  he  knew  what  state  my  feet  were 
in  !  ^' 

Dutifully  Alison  went  forward,  and  knelt 
down  and  undid  the  buttons ;  and  the  next 
moment  Aunt  Gilchrist  had  snatched  the 
boots  from  her,  and  hurled  them,  one  after 
the  other,  with  savage  vehemence  to  the 
end  of  the  room.  Then  she  said,  in  quite 
an  altered  voice — 

"  Now,  Ailie,  my  dear,  ye'll  find  my 
cloth  slippers  over  there  under  the  sofa, 
and  ye'll  bring  them  and  tie  them  on  soft, 
soft." 

Alison  went  and  fetched  the  slippers, 
and  proceeded  to  get  them  on  with  the 
most  careful  and  assiduous  gentleness. 
As  she  was  thus  engaged,  she  felt  a  hand 
placed  lightly  on  her  head. 

"  How  like  your  hair  is  to  your  mother  s, 
Ailie  :  every  day  I  see  it  more  and  more." 
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And  then  both  hands  were  placed  on 
her  shoulders ;  and  Aunt  Gilchrist  was 
stooping  down  as  if  she  would  speak  to 
her  niece  without  being;  seen  ;  and  the  eirl 
knew  that  the  old  woman's  cheek  was  wet 
with  tears. 

"  Ailie,  my  lass — Ailie,  my  dear,"  she 
said,  with  a  sob,  "  I  declare  to  ye  I'm  not 
fit  to  live.  I'm  not  fit  to  live.  To  say 
such  things  to  you — that  are  just  as  gentle 
and  good  and  patient  and  unselfish  as  ever 
was  seen — and  not  a  word  from  ye  back — 
and  I  was  near  turning  ye  out  of  the 
house.  But  they  would  not  have  let  ye  go 
— no,  no  ;  the  rest  of  the  family  have  some 
sense,  if  there's  an  old  woman  among  them 
that  has  no  control  of  herself.  But  I'll 
make  it  up  to  ye,  Ailie — I'll  make  it  up  to 
ye,  Ailie,  my  love " 

Alison,  having  finished  her  task  by  this 
time,  rose  and  put  her  arms  round  the  old 
dame's  neck  and  kissed  her. 
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"  Why,  it's  nothing  at  all,  Aunt  Gil- 
christ," said  she  lightly.  "  The  best 
friends  quarrel  sometimes." 

*'  But  I've  something  in  my  mind,"  Aunt 
Gilchrist  said,  with  a  kind  of  doggedness. 
"  I've  something  to  see  to.  I'll  not  let  ye 
run  any  risk  in  the  future,  my  lass  ;  there'll 
be  something  come  of  this  morning's  work  ; 
I'll  not  put  ye  at  the  mercy  o'  burning 
nerves  and  ignorant  doctors  and  idiots  o' 
shoemakers.  I'll  take  it  out  o'  my  own 
power  to  do  ye  a  harm — to  do  a  harm  to 
j/071,  my  lamb  !  "  She  was  crying  a  little 
in  a  furtive  kind  of  way.  "  Things  have 
come  to  a  pass  when  that  was  possible  ! 
But  something  will  come  out  o'  this 
morning's  work,  I'm  thinking.  There, 
now,"  she  said,  drying  her  eyes,  "give  me 
another  kiss,  Ailie,  and  go  away  and  tell 
the  lad  John  that  I'll  have  a  letter  ready 
for  him  in  a  few  minutes,  and  he  is  to  take 
it  along  immediately  to  Captain  Macdonell. 
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Dear  me  ! "  she  said,  as  she  rose  and  took 
one  or  two  preliminary  cautious  steps, 
"  what  a  wonderful,  wonderful  nice  thing 
it  is  to  be  able  to  walk  !  "  She  went  more 
confidently,  and  with  much  obvious  satis- 
faction, across  the  room  to  the  small 
writing-table.  ''  And  if  ye  see  Flora,"  she 
added,  as  Alison  was  going,  *'  bid  her  come 
to  me  ;  for  I've  got  to  make  her  hold  her 
tongue." 

Thus  it  was  that  the  long-talked-of  visit 
to  Oyre,  that  had  been  postponed  and 
postponed,  was  all  of  a  sudden  resolved 
upon,  as  a  first  act  of  reparation  to  Alison 
for  her  aunt's  evil  treatment  of  her  ;  and 
right  glad  was  Captain  Ludovick  to  be 
informed  that  the  old  lady  and  her  valuable 
charges  would  start  with  him  whenever  he 
pleased.  As  usual,  the  Doctor  pleaded 
professional  cares  ;  Mrs.  IVIunro  was  an 
easy-going,  placid,  amiable  creature,  who 
liked  nothing  better  than  looking  after  her 
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household  ;  Hugh  did  not  seem  to  see  the 
fun  of  driving  about  the  country  with  a 
parcel  of  women,  and  preferred  remaining 
at  home  with  his  books  ;  so  at  last  it  was 
arranged  that  the  four  of  them  should  form 
the  party — that  being  a  convenient  number, 
besides,  for  the  small  waggonette. 

On  the  appointed  morning,  as  the  two 
girls  were  getting  ready.  Flora  said,  laugh- 
ingly, to  her  cousin — 

"  I  declare  to  you,  Alison,  I  think  Ludo- 
vick  Macdonell  is  out  of  his  mind." 

''Why?" 

''  Why  ?  Why,  with  anxiety  about  this 
wonderful  visit.  He  is  anxious  that  you 
should  think  a  great  deal  of  his  father ;  he 
is  anxious  that  the  old  gentleman  should 
be  highly  pleased  with  you  ;  he  is  anxious 
— about  everything !  And  I  have  got  my 
instructions,  I  can  tell  you  ;  oh  yes,  he  has 
a  fine  hectoring  way  with  him  when  his 
mind  is  set  on  anything  ;  his  lordship  must 
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have  everything  done  to  suit.  I've  got  my 
orders.  I  have  to  prepare  you  for  a  little 
disappointment  with  the  modern  look  of 
the  house  ;  I  have  to  see  that  the  old 
gentleman  doesn't  bore  you  with  his  tiger- 
shooting  stories  ;  and  I  have  to  take  great 
pains  to  let  him  understand  that  although 
you  come  from  the  south  country  you  are 
not  a  low-minded,  dangerous,  water-drink- 
ing Radical.  What  else  ?  I  don't  know 
what  else,  I'm  sure  !  " 

"  It's  all  very  well  for  you,  Flora,"  said 
Alison,  though  she  was  laughing  too, 
''  to  make  a  joke  of  it,  but  I'm  getting 
thoroughly  frightened.  It  is  like  going  to 
see  some  fearful  Bluebeard  in  a  great 
castle.  I  would  much  rather  you  and 
Aunt  Gilchrist  would  go  and  leave  me  at 
home." 

"  And  what  would  his  lordship  the  young 
laird  say  to  me  if  I  proposed  that  to  him  ? 
I  should    have  my  head    in  my  hands,   I 
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warrant  you  !     Oh,  he  Is  a  terrible  swash- 
buckler when  his  mind  Is  set  on  anything." 

"  I  don't  see  how  It  can  be  of  any 
consequence  whether  I  think  well  of  his 
father,  or  his  father  think  well  of  me,"  said 
Alison  ;  for  she  was  really  beginning  to 
regard  this  visit  with  some  apprehension. 

"  Neither  do  I,"  said  Flora  bluntly.  ''  I 
don't  see  how  you  can  be  of  any  conse- 
quence to  anybody.  You  shouldn't  be,  by 
rights.  But  it's  just  you  prim  ones,  that 
are  all  so  meek  and  quiet,  that  become  of 
mighty  consequence  to  everybody.  There's 
Aunt  Gilchrist  now  ;  would  she  ever  say 
she  was  sorry  for  scolding  77ze  ?  Not  a 
bit ;  she  would  be  more  likely  to  give  me 
another  dose,  and  say  It  served  me  right. 
But  she  is  all  remorse  when  It  Is  you  she 
has  scolded ;  and  last  night  she  was 
worrying  my  father's  life  out  to  tell  her 
what  should  be  done  about  her  money. 
Could  it  be  settled  by  a  deed  of  gift,  with 
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her  getting  so  much  a  year ;  or  was  it  to 
be  handed  over  to  trustees — and  all  the 
rest  of  it.  I  know  what  she  was  after. 
Why,  you  little  cat,  that  money  belongs 
to  me  ! " 

•'  Then  you're  welcome  to  it.  Flora," 
said  Alison  cheerfully,  ''  for  anything  I 
care. 

Captain  Ludovick  was  favoured  with  a 
line,  bright,  and  breezy  morning  for  this 
excursion  on  which  he  had  so  eagerly  set 
his  heart ;  and  during  the  long  drive  he 
did  his  best  to  keep  his  companions  enter- 
tained. Aunt  Gilchrist,  indeed  (perhaps 
because  she  was  wearing  cloth  shoes),  was 
particularly  merry  ;  and  Flora  conducted 
herself  with  her  usual  happy  and  careless 
good-humour ;  it  was  Alison  alone  who 
seemed  to  have  something  on  her  mind. 
And  why,  she  might  have  asked  herself. 
did  she  feel  a  sharp  and  sudden  qualm 
when  the  carriage  arrived  at  a  great  iron 
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gate  that  was  slowly  opened  for  them  by 
the  aged  crone  of  a  lodge-keeper  ?  The 
grounds  through  which  they  now  drove 
were  exceedingly  pretty  ;  the  sunlight 
shone  on  the  sycamores  and  larches  and 
firs,  and  put  bars  of  gold  across  the  wind- 
ing road ;  there  were  gleams  of  blue 
between  the  stems,  telling  of  the  sea-loch 
that  Oyre  House  overlooked. 

*'  Miss  Alison,"  Captain  Ludovick  was 
saying,  ''  do  you  see  that  crag  there  beyond 
the  meadows  ?  That's  where  the  old  place 
used  to  be — there's  only  a  bit  of  a  ruin 
there  now  ;  and  when  they  came  to  build 
the  present  house  I  suppose  they  thought 
they  would  give  us  better  shelter  this  time, 
for  they've  gone  and  jammed  us  down 
Into  a  hollow,  as  you'll  see  directly." 

Just  as  he  spoke  they  came  In  sight  of  a 
large,  plain,  square  building,  whitewashed, 
but  also  weather-stained,  with  an  abundance 
of  small  windows,  each  with  Its  prim  little 
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blind ;  a  moderate-sized  lawn  in  front ;  the 
house  itself  and  its  stables  surrounded  by 
a  thicket  of  ash  and  sycamore  and  larch, 
through  which  one  could  catch  a  glimpse 
here  and  there  of  the  sea.  But  in  spite 
of  the  whitewash  and  the  small,  plain 
windows,  there  was  an  old-fashioned  look 
about  the  place ;  and  of  course  to  any  one 
brought  up  in  Kirk  o'  Shields  this  large 
weather-stained  building,  surrounded  by 
its  own  meadows  and  woods,  was  quite  an 
imposing  structure.  Perhaps,  however,  it 
was  not  so  much  of  Oyre  House  as  of 
the  old  laird  himself  that  Alison  was 
thinking. 

Well,  in  a  minute  or  two  they  had  pulled 
up  at  the  front  door,  which  was  open,  and 
standing  there  Alison  beheld  a  very  striking 
fieure — that  of  an  old  orentleman  not  over 
middle  height,  but  of  remarkably  powerful 
build  (like  his  son,  indeed,  in  that  respect), 
and  with   long  white   hair    and    long  and 
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massive  beard,  also  snow-white.  From 
under  his  shaggy  eyebrows  there  gleamed 
a  pair  of  keen  and  scrutinizing  gray  eyes  ; 
but  the  aspect  of  his  face  was  entirely 
gentle — grave  and  gentle  at  the  same  time 
— as  he  came  forward  to  receive  them. 
He  was  dressed  in  the  Highland  costume, 
of  a  plain  hunting  tartan,  and  almost 
without  ornament. 

Flora  he  knew  well  enough,  so  that  his 
greeting  of  her  was  of  a  familiar  and 
friendly  character  ;  but  to  the  two  strangers 
he  was  especially  gracious,  and  Alison  was 
convinced  she  had  never  seen  any  one 
with  a  manner  so  refined  and  distinguished 
and  courteous.  He  spoke  slowly,  and 
with  a  marked  Highland  accent  (no  trace 
of  which,  by  the  way,  was  audible  in 
Captain  Ludovick's  way  of  speaking),  and 
his  voice  was  persuasive  and  pleasant  to 
hear.  Of  course  his  chief  attention  was 
devoted  to  the  old  lady;  but  when  they 


AT    OYRE    HOUSE.  239 

had  got  into  the  drawing-room  he  turned 
to  AHson. 

''  Indeed,"  said  he,  in  his  slow  and 
gently  modulated  fashion,  *'  I  am  glad  to 
hear  that  you  hef  been  pleased  with  the 
Highlands,  since  it  is  your  first  feesit ;  and 
I  am  glad  there  has  been  good  weather, 
too." 

"  I  did  not  know  there  was  any  place 
half  so  beautiful,"  said  she  simply. 

'*  Do  you  say  that  now  ?  "  he  continued 
— but  he  was  evidently  much  gratified. 
''  Well,  I  hef  been  nearly  all  over  the 
world  ;  but  if  there  were  places  that  might 
be  considered  more  beautiful,  I  was  always 
glad  to  come  back  to  the  Highlands.  The 
Highlanders  hef  a  great  many  faults ;  but 
they  are  ferry  fond  of  their  own  country, 
at  any  rate.  And  now  that  it  is  not  likely 
I  am  going  away  any  more,  until  I  am 
called  away  altogether,  I  am  well  content 
to  spend  the  last  of  my  days  where  my 
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forefathers  lived  before  me.  It  Is  a  quiet 
place  ;  and  when  one  grows  old,  one  falls 
into  quiet  and  settled  ways  ;  and  there  are 
round  you  the  people  you  hef  known  a 
great  many  years,  so  that  you  live  among 
friends." 

''  And  do  you  know,  Miss  Alison,  how 
my  father  manages  to  live  among  friends  ?  " 
Captain  Ludovick  broke  in.  "  Why,  by 
ruining  an  ancient  property,  that  he  ought 
to  be  keeping  together  for  his  only  son — 
that's  me.  It's  very  easy  to  live  among 
friends  if  you  give  money  right  and  left 
wherever  it  is  wanted  ;  if  you  pension  old 
servants  ;  and  reduce  and  reduce  rents  if 
times  are  bad  ;  and  pay  premiums  for 
getting  boys  into  situations  in  Greenock 
and  Glasgow ;  and  have  every  old  woman 
in  the  neighbourhood  looking  to  you  for 
a  subsistence.  Oh  yes,  you  may  have 
plenty  of  friends  that  way  ;  and,  besides 
that,  you  may  have  It  become  a  byword  in 
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the  Highlands  that  the  Macdonells  of 
Oyre  are  as  poor  as  a  church-mouse." 

"  Well,  now,  that  is  a  fine  thing  to  say  ! " 
the  old  gentleman  retorted  (though  he  was 
clearly  far  from  being  displeased  by  his 
son's  ingenuous  flattery).  ''  But  what  is 
one  to  do  if  you  have  for  a  son  an  idle, 
worthless  lad,  who  is  always  going  away, 
and  not  looking  after  his  own  people  ? 
Some  one  must  look  after  them,  surely  ? " 
He  glanced  towards  the  door.  "Well, 
now,  this  is  too  much  talking  to  serve  for 
a  Highland  welcome,  and  after  so  long  a 
journey,  too.  Ludovick,  go  and  see  if 
linch  is  not  ready  yet." 

But  before  Captain  Ludovick  could 
cross  the  room,  the  booming  of  a  gong 
in  the  hall  told  them  that  ''  linch "  had 
already  been  served,  whereupon  the  old 
laird,  with  much  ceremony,  escorted  his 
principal  guest  to  the  dining-room,  leaving 
his  son  to  bring  in  the  young  ladies.      It 
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was  not,  In  truth,  a  sumptuous  banqueting- 
hall  in  which  the  visitors  now  found 
themselves.  There  was  a  certain  air  of 
picturesqueness  derived  from  the  tigers' 
skins  and  stags'  horns  that  were  the  chief 
ornament ;  but  the  furniture  was  of  the 
clumsy  old-fashioned  mahogany  and  horse- 
hair sort  that  the  modern  upholsterer  has 
happily  abandoned.  But  the  hospitality 
that  prevailed  was  of  an  almost  too  press- 
ing character  ;  and  if  the  old  laird  was 
grieved  and  disappointed  that  neither 
Flora  nor  Alison  would  take  any  of  his 
claret  (of  which  he  gave  them  an  ample 
history)  he  was  delighted  with  the 
promptitude  with  which  Aunt  Gilchrist 
declared  that,  doctors  or  no  doctors,  she 
knew  what  was  due  to  a  Highland  house, 
and  would  be  proud  to  taste  her  host's 
whiskey. 

"  And  I  hef  seen  from  my  own  obserfa- 
tion,"  said  he,  in  his  slow,  gentle  fashion, 
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as  he  filled  her  glass  from  the  decanter, 
"  that  it  is  the  best  drink  for  both  the 
body  and  the  mind.  I  neffer  knew  a  man 
yet  that  was  sound  in  the  body  and  sound 
in  the  mind  too — a  respectable,  religious, 
good-tempered  man — that  wass  afrait  of  a 
little  wheeskey.  Oh,  I  know  there  are 
some  who  cry  out  against  it ;  and  who  are 
they  ?  Why,  they  are  foolish,  discontented 
people,  whose  body  is  altogether  wrong, 
and  their  head  too — ill-tempered  people — 
that  would  hef  no  government — Radicals, 
and  people  of  that  kind.  But  I  do  not 
wish  them  any  harm  ;  for  I  take  care  that 
they  do  not  come  to  Oyre  ;  and  the  world 
is  hicr  enough  to  hold  them  and  to  hold 
me  too." 

After  luncheon,  they  went  into  the  hall ; 
and  the  "  last  of  the  old  Highland  gentle- 
men," as  Hugh  Munro  was  rather  fond  of 
calling  him,  proceeded  to  descant  on  the 
spoils  and  trophies  hanging  there,  as  one 
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after  another  recalled  the   various  adven- 
tures and  expeditions  of  his  earlier  years. 
This    was    what    young     Macdonell     had 
feared ;    but    he    was    only    successful    in 
carrying  off  Flora  and  her  aunt  (coffee  was 
awaiting   them    outside,    at    a    little    table 
round    which    chairs    were    placed)  ;     for 
Alison,  to  whom  the  old  laird  happened  to 
be  talking,  made  bold  to  remain  with  him, 
and    was    ready  to    listen    as    long   as    he 
pleased.     For    she    was    very   grateful    to 
him  for  all  the  kindness  he  had  shown  her, 
a  mere  stranger  ;  and  there  was  something 
peculiarly  winning  about  his  manner,  and 
about  the  sound  of  his  voice,  too,  which 
was    so    different    from    the    raucous    and 
guttural    dissonance    of    Kirk    o'    Shields. 
As    for    him,    he    seemed    to    be    greatly 
pleased    to    have    for    a    companion    this 
pretty,    pale-faced,    smiling    young    lady, 
whose  questions  showed  what  an  intelligent 
interest  she  took  in  these  records  of  foreign 
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travel  and  adventure.  Nay,  he  would 
himself  go  and  fetch  for  her  inspection 
his  famous  tiger-slayer — an  old-fashioned 
double-barrelled  muzzle-loader  of  enormous 
weight ;  and  he  was  immensely  tickled 
when  he  found  it  was  all  she  could  do, 
with  both  hands,  to  raise  this  ponderous 
w^eapon  from  the  ground.  Moreover, 
w^hen  they  all — all  except  Aunt  Gilchrist, 
that  is  to  say — set  out  to  climb  the  bit  of 
crag  adjoining  the  house  in  order  to  visit 
the  remaining  vestiores  of  the  ancient 
habitation  of  the  Macdonells,  Alison  was 
still  his  companion,  Captain  Ludovick 
following  with  Flora.  What  Captain 
Ludovick  thought  of  the  arrangement  can 
only  be  surmised  ;  though  there  may  have 
been  some  compensation  in  the  assurance 
that  these  two  had  already  become  excellent 
friends. 

And  there  were  amends  in  store  for  the 
young  laird  of  Oyre.     When  they  returned 
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to  the   lawn,    Mr.    Macdonell  would  show 
them  round  the  greenhouses  and  so  forth  ; 
and  as  this  was  more  within  the  scope  of 
Aunt  Gilchrist's  pedestrian  powers,  she  set 
out  with  them  on  this  leisurely  perambula- 
tion.      Somehow     or     other     Alison     got 
separated    from    the    old    gentleman,    who 
was  leading  the  way  ;  Aunt  Gilchrist  and 
Flora  went  on   with    him;    and   ''the    bit 
lady  "  thus  naturally  fell  under  the  charge 
of  Captain  Ludovlck.     But  what  was  the 
meaning  or  need  of  all  the  apologies  and 
excuses  he  now  proceeded  to  make  to  her  ? 
Did    she    not  think   it   a  desperately  dull 
place  ?     What  would  she  think  of  any  one 
leaving  the   world   and  coming  to  live  in 
such  a  solitude  ?     Alison  looked  up  at  him 
with  a  smile. 

"I  think,"  said  she,  "it  would  be  no 
great  hardship  to  leave  the  ordinary  world 
and  come  and  live  In  a  far  more  beautiful 
world  that  is  all  your  own.      If  I  were  you, 
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I  don't  think  I  should  ever  go  as  far  as 
Fort  William." 

''  Of  course,"  said  he  hastily,  "  it  isn't 
always  as  empty  and  forlorn  as  it  looks 
at  present.  We  have  very  often  a  few 
friends  in  the  winter ;  for  the  w^inter  shoot- 
ing isn't  at  all  bad.  And  I  should  think 
that  even  in  the  summer,  if  we  had  lady 
visitors  staying  with  us,  they  might  find 
amusement  for  themselves.  Do  you  see 
that  opening  in  the  larches  over  there  ? 
That  leads  down  to  a  small  creek  where 
there  is  a  bathing-box  ;  and  the  nymphs 
and  naiads  have  the  sandy  little  bay  all  to 
themselves.  Then  there's  plenty  of  boat- 
ing and  sailing  and  sea-fishing  ;  and  there 
are  decent-sized  brown  trout  in  the  Tassley 
— the  burn  you  crossed  before  coming  to 
the  gate " 

'*  And  yet  your  father  says  you  are 
hardly  ever  here,"  she  interposed. 

"  Oh,  well,  one    must  see  a  bit  of  the 
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world,  just  as  he  did,"  the  young  laird 
answered.  "  It's  hardly  time  for  me  to 
settle  down — nor  is  there  any  inducement ; 
though  my  father  and  I  are  the  best  of 
companions  when  I  happen  to  be  here. 
But  this  I  know  very  well,  that  I  shall 
never  be  like  what  he  Is,  though  I  were  to 
live  to  thrice  his  age.  You  would  have  to 
understand  how  poor  we  are  before  you 
could  judge  of  the  amount  of  good  he  does 
— for  It's  easy  enough  to  be  charitable 
when  you've  plenty  of  money  ;  but  I  wish 
you  could  see  the  tact  he  shows  In  dealing 
with  the  people ;  they  know  perfectly  well 
that  what  he  does  for  them  Is  not  done  out 
of  a  sentlmentalism  they  can  Impose  on  ; 
they  know  quite  well,  too,  that  If  they 
don't  do  their  best  to  help  themselves, 
they  needn't  come  to  him.  And  what  Is 
the  consequence  ?  Instead  of  despising 
him,  they  respect  him  ;  they  do  more  than 
respect  him  :   I  wish  you  could  hear  them 
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talk  about  him.  And  I  wish  you  knew  him 
well,  Miss  Alison  ;  I  wish  you  knew 
him  thoroughly  :  I  think  you  would  like 
him — or  more  than  like  him." 

"  Indeed,  I  am  sure  of  that,"  said  Alison 
quite  frankly  and  cheerfully  ;  for  the  old 
gentleman,  instead  of  proving  an  ogre,  had 
entirely  charmed  and  captivated  her  by  his 
old-world  courtesy  and  pleasant  voice. 

"  I  suppose  it  sounds  absurd  for  me  to 
talk  of  my  own  father  in  that  way,"  he 
continued,  when  he  could  make  sure  of  not 
being  overheard  by  those  in  front;  *'but 
the  fact  is,  we  have  been  chumis  since  ever 
I  can  remember.  He  never  tried  to 
overawe  me  ;  he  has  rather  been  a  kind 
of  brother  and  companion  all  the  way 
through  ;  and  I  don't  know  that  he  isn't 
the  younger  man  of  the  two — at  least,  I 
know  that  he  has  a  lighter  heart  than  I 
have  at  this  moment." 

**  You  ? "  said  she,  glancing   up  in   sur- 
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prise  ;  it  was  a  strange  speech  for  a  young 
man  who  had  always  seemed  to  her  the 
very  embodiment  of  high  spirits  and 
audacity  and  the  deHght  of  Hfe. 

"  His  anxieties  are  all  over,  mine  are 
only  beginning,"  he  said  briefly,  and  then 
he  changed  the  subject.  "  Of  course  you 
know,  Miss  Alison,  that  the  heir  to  a 
property,  however  poor  and  insignificant 
it  may  be,  is  supposed  to  look  with  a 
jealous  eye  on  every  penny  spent  by  the 
owner  in  possession,  unless  it's  spent  on 
the  property  itself.  Well,  not  even  on 
that  point  is  there  the  least  difference  of 
opinion  between  my  father  and  myself. 
What  he  is  doing  now  I  would  do  myself. 
If  he  were  to  die  to-morrow — and  there's 
not  much  chance  of  his  dying  to-morrow, 
thank  God  ! — if  he  were  to  die  to-morrow, 
and  if  I  were  to  begin  a  new  way  of 
treating  the  place,  I  should  deserve  to  be 
kicked  out  of  it,  neck  and  crop.     And  if 
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I   were  to  marry,  my  wife  would  have  to 
be  of  the  same  opinion  too." 

Perhaps  he  spoke  inadvertently,  in  his 
eaofer  desire  that  she  should  think  well 
of  his  father  ;  but  an34iow  a  sudden  flash 
of  pain  shot  through  her  heart.  Yes,  of 
course  he  would  marry.  He  would  no 
longer  be  the  gay  young  bachelor-friend 
of  the  Munroes,  and  the  possible  sweet- 
heart of  Flora;  Captain  Macdonell  and  his 
young  wife  would  be  living  here  at  Oyre, 
or  perhaps  away  travelling  on  the  Con- 
tinent ;  and  there  would  be  some  kind 
of  barrier  between  him  and  his  former 
acquaintances.  Young  Mrs.  Macdonell 
would  have  her  own  companions  and 
intimates  when  she  came  to  Oyre — AHson 
could  see  her  clearly,  in  that  brief,  sharp 
instant  of  forecast.  Then  quickly  she 
asked  him  a  perfectly  irrelevant  question 
about  some  pheasant-coops  they  were 
passing. 
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So  the  Straggling  little  group  made  their 
idle  and  gossiping  survey  of  the  sur- 
roundines  of  this  half-modern  mansion  and 
its  "  policies,"  though  Alison,  as  her  com- 
panion fancied,  seemed  a  little  absent- 
minded  now.  He  asked  her  when  she 
was  going  away  to  the  south  ;  she  said  not 
the  next  day,  but  the  day  after  had  been 
fixed  for  her  departure.  He  said  he  hoped 
she  would  remember  the  friends  she  had 
made  in  the  Highlands  ;  she  answered, 
with  downcast  eyes,  that  she  was  not  likely 
to  forget  them.  And  when  was  she  coming 
back  ?  Well,  it  would  depend  on  Aunt 
Gilchrist  if  ever  she  came  back.  Aunt 
Gilchrist  might  be  coming  again  in  the 
following  summer  to  see  her  relatives  in 
Fort  William  ;  perhaps  she  might  be  asked, 
too,  for  a  little  while,  but  she  could  not 
say.  And  he,  also,  grew  somewhat  silent 
as  they  were  returning  to  the  house. 

As    they  drew  near   the   lawn   again — 
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they  were  all  together  now — they  had  to 
cross  the  end  of  a  short  avenue  of  syca- 
mores leading  down  to  the  shore,  and  he 
said  to  her — 

*'  If  you  will  come  here  for  a  moment, 
I  will  show  you  the  old  garden  ;  it  is 
very  pretty,  I  think — it  won't  take  you  a 
second." 

She  followed  him,  or  went  with  him, 
rather ;  and  presently  he  had  opened  a 
door  in  a  stone  wall  all  covered  with  ivy, 
and  allowed  her  to  pass  in.  It  was  a 
quaint,  old-fashioned  garden,  formed  on 
terraces  overlooking  the  sea,  and  sur- 
rounded by  this  ivy-covered  wall  that  rose, 
tier  on  tier,  as  the  various  heights  de- 
manded. But  hardly  was  she  within  this 
enclosure  than  he  put  his  hand  lightly  on 
her  arm,  and  said — 

"  Alison,  you  are  going  away,  and  this 
is  the  only  chance  I  may  have  of  speaking 
to  you.      Can't  you   imagine   why  I   have 
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been  so  anxious  you  should  come  and  see 
Oyre,  and  get  to  know  my  father  ?  Do 
you  think  that  at  some  future  time — as 
far  away  in  the  future  as  you  Hke — you 
could  bring  yourself  to  think  of  living  at 
Oyre,  dull  as  it  is  ?  Would  it  be  too  dull 
and  poor  and  wretched  ?  Would  the  old 
laird  be  too  terrible  a  father-in-law  to  be 
faced  ?  No,"  he  added,  quickly,  for  she 
had  stepped  back  a  little,  quite  bewildered, 
and  with  her  heart  beating  so  wildly  that 
it  was  impossible  for  her  to  speak,  ''  I 
don't  want  you  to  answer  me  now  ;  you 
don't  know  enough  about  us  yet ;  but  I 
know  you  ;  I  have  been  watching  all  your 
goodness  and  gentleness  and  straightfor- 
wardness since  ever  you  came  among  us  ; 
and  in  the  end,  if  you  say  no,  then  there 
will  never  be  a  bride  brouorht  home  to 
Oyre.  Now,  Alison  !  don't  be  frightened 
into  a  refusal  ;  wait  until  you  know  me 
better  ;   I  am  content  to  wait  until  you  say 
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yes  ;  only — only,  well,  I  couldn't  let  you 
go  away  without  telling  you  what  I  was 
looking  forward  to." 

What  was  she  to  say  ?  Nay,  what 
could  she  say  ?  In  her  first  alarm  and 
bewilderment  she  would  have  shrunk  back 
with  a  trembling  refusal  ;  but  he  had 
anticipated  that ;  he  did  not  want  her 
answer  now  ;  it  was  only  a  vague  dream 
of  his — a  wild  and  impossible  dream,  it 
seemed  to  her — that  he  had  put  before 
her.  And  then,  ere  she  could  speak  or 
attempt  to  speak,  there  came  a  cry  down 
the  avenue — 

*'  Alison,  where  are  you  ?  " 

Flora  appeared  at  the  gate. 

"  Come  along,  quick ! — there's  the  most 
beautiful  white  peacock  on  the  lawn — the 
most  beautiful  creature  you  ever  saw " 

Flora  stopped  suddenly,  and  a  rush  of 
blood  flew  to  her  face  ;  some  suspicion  had 
crossed  her    mind  ;    but    the    next  instant 
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Alison,  though  somewhat  pale,  had  put  her 
hand  within  her  cousin's  arm,  and  calmly 
said — 

"Come,  then." 

The  two  girls  walked  on  together  ; 
Ludovick  Macdonell  had  to  stay  for  a 
moment  to  shut  the  heavy  door  ;  then  he 
rejoined  them,  but  without  entering  into 
any  conversation.  They  went  on  towards 
the  lawn,  where  the  white  peacock,  re- 
splendent of  tail,  was  proudly  stalking 
about ;  and  they  found  tea  waiting  for 
them  there,  for  they  were  soon  to  start 
on  their  homeward  drive. 

It  was  now  for  the  first  time  that  the 
old  laird  learned  that  his  son  proposed  to 
return  to  Fort  William  with  these  visitors  ; 
and  in  the  most  gentle  way  he  protested. 

"  Why,  you  are  a  ferry  idle  boy,  Ludo- 
vick," said  he.  "  Here  are  the  workmen 
coming  to-morrow,  and  who  should  be 
looking  after  them    but   yourself  ?     They 
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will    be    building    for   you,    and    not    for 


me." 


Young  Macdonell  directed  one  swift 
glance  towards  Alison  :  would  she  under- 
stand that  obedience  to  his  father  did  not 
mean  indifference  to  her  ? 

''  Very  well,  sir,"  said  he  ;  "  if  you  think 
I  should  stay,  I  will.  But  I  do  not  know 
that  it  is  a  Highland  fashion  to  let  your 
guests  go  home  by  themselves." 

"  Indeed,  Captain  Macdonell,"  said  Aunt 
Gilchrist  promptly,  *'  if  ye  think  we  cannot 
look  after  ourselves  on  a  bit  drive  back 
to  Fort  William,  in  the  middle  of  the 
afternoon,  what  do  ye  take  us  for  ?  And 
I'm  thinking  we're  already  responsible  for 
having  made  ye  waste  far  too  much  of 
your  time  of  late." 

'•  Poor  Ludovick  is  always  so  extremely 
busy  !  "  said  Miss  Flora,  with  much  sym- 
pathy ;  and  so  that  matter  was  settled  ; 
and  Captain   Ludovick  attended  them  no 
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farther  than  the  lodge-gate,  where  he  stood 
waving  a  handkerchief  so  long  as  they 
were  in  sio-ht. 

Now  this  drive  home,  alone  the  level 
shores   of  the  sea-loch,  was   accompanied 
by  a  most  remarkable  phenomenon.     The 
golden  sunset  light  struck  so  fiercely   on 
the  glassy  surface  of  the  water  that  it  was 
reflected  upward,  and  threw  a  shadow  of 
the  carriage  and  horses  quite  distinct  from 
that  thrown  by  the  direct  rays  of  the  sun  ; 
and  this  ghostly  equipage,  according  to  the 
formation  of  the  ground,  would  sometimes 
appear  travelling  along  the  lower  slopes 
of  the  adjacent  hill,  sometimes  along  the 
knolls    and    crags    nearer   the    road,    and 
sometimes  almost  coinciding  with  the  much 
darker  natural  shadow.      This  phantasmal, 
pale-gray  Doppelgdnger,  now  gliding  along 
those   distant  golden   banks,  now  coming 
startlingly  near,  was  altogether  a  singular 
and  puzzling  thing ;  and  it  kept  both  Flora 
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and  Aunt   Gilchrist  abundantly  occupied. 
There  were  discussions  as  to  the  cause  of 
it,  and  exclamations  as  it  disappeared  and 
reappeared    at   various   distances — in    the 
midst  of  all  which  Alison  was  allowed  to 
sit  quite  silent  and   unnoticed.     She   was 
supposed  to   be  watching  too ;    in  reality- 
she  was  thinking  of  far  other  matters  ;   her 
memory  eagerly  recalling  every  tone  and 
gesture   of  his   appeal   to  her  in    the   old 
terraced  garden  ;   sometimes  her  imagina- 
tion carrying  her  forward  to  all  kinds  of 
wistful  possibilities,  and  suffusing  her  eyes 
with  happy  tears  ;  and  then  again  an  inde- 
finable  presentiment  convincing   her  that 
all  this  would   prove  to  be  a  mirage,   an 
idle  dream.      But  this  at  least  she  knew 
well — that,  whatever  else  might  befall  her 
after  she  had  gone  away  from  those  friends 
who  had  made  themselves  so  dear  to  her, 
and  from  those  beautiful  scenes  in  which 
she  had  sojourned  for  a  while,  whatever 
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else  might  happen  In  the  harder  and 
harsher  world  whither  she  was  returning, 
this  she  knew,  that  she  had  left  her  heart 
behind  her  In  Lochaber. 
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Angli?ig.        See  Amateur,  "British,"    "Cutcliffe,"  "Fennell," 

"Halford,"  "  Hamilton,"  **  Martin,"   "  Orvis,"  "  Pennell,"   "  Pritt," 

"Senior,"     "Stevens,"    "Theakston,"    "Walton,"    "Wells,"    and 

"Willis-Bund." 
Annals  of  the  Life  of  Shakespeare,  front  the  most  recent  authori- 

ties.     Fancy  boards,  2s. 
Annesley  (C.)  Standard  Opera   Glass.     Detailed  Plots  of  Zo 

Operas.     Small  8vo,  sewed,  is.  6d. 
Antipodean  Notes,  collected  on  a  Nine  Months^  Tour  round  the 

World.     By  Wanderer,  Author  of  "Fair  Diana."     Crown  Svo,  'js.  6d. 
Appleton.     European  Guide.     2  Parts,  Svo,  \os.  each. 
Arinytage  {Hon.  Mrs.)   Wars  of  Victoria's  Reign,     c^s. 
Art  Education.     See  " Biographies,"  " D'An vers/'  "Illustrated 

Text  Books,"  "Mollett's  Dictionary." 
Artistic  /apan.     Illustrated  with  Coloured  Plates.     Monthly. 

Royal  4to,  2s. 
Attiuell  {Prof)  The  Ltalian  Masters.     Crown  Svo,  3^.  6^. 
Audsley  {G.  A.)  LLandbook  of  the  Organ.     Top  edge  gilt,  42s.; 

large  paper,  84J. 

Or7ianiental  Ai'ts  of  Japaii.     90  Plates,  74  in  Colours 


and  Gold,  with  General  and  Descriptive  Text.     2  vols.,  folio, ;i^ 1 5  15^.; 
in  specally  designed  leather,  ;i^23  2s. 

The  Art    of  Chrofno-Lithography.      Coloured   Plates 

and  Text.     Folio,  6^. 

and  Tomkinson.     Lvory  and  Wood  Carvings  of  Japan. 


84J-.     Artists'  proofs  (100),  168^. 
Auerbach  {B.)  Brigitta.     (B.  Tauchnitz  Collection  )     2s. 

On  the  Heights.     3  vols.,  ds. 

Spinoza.     2  vols.,  iSmo,  4^. 


'nADDELEY  {S)  Tchay  and  Chianti.     Small  Svo,  5^. 

Baldwin  {James)  Story  of  Siegfried.     6s 

■ Story  of  the  Golden  Age.      Illustrated   by  Howard 

Pyle.    Crown  Svo,    6s. 


List  of  Publications. 


Baldwin  {James)  Story  of  Roland.     Crown  8vo,  ds. 

Bainford  {A.  J.)   Turbans  and  Tails.      Sketches   in  the  Un- 

romantic  East.     Crown  8vo,  7j.  dd. 
Barlow  {Alfred)    Weaving  by  Ha?id  and  by  Power.      With 

several  hundred  Illustrations.     Third  Edition,  royal  8vo,  £i  <^s. 
Barloiv  {P.   W.)  Kaipara^  Experiences  of  a  Settler  in  N.  New 

Zealand.     Illust.,  c.own  8vo,  6s. 
Barrow  {J.)  Mountain  Ascetits  in  Cumberland  and   West  more- 

land.     Crown  Bvo,  ']s.  6d.;  new  edition,  5j-. 
Bassett  {F.  S.)  Legends  and  Superstitions  of  the  Sea.     ^s.  6d. 


THE  BAYARD  SERIES. 

Edited  by  the  late  J.  Hain  Friswell. 

Comprising  Pleasure  Books  of  Literature  produced  in  the  Choicest  Style. 

"  We  can  hardly  imagine  better  books  for  boys  to  read  or  for  men  to  ponder 
over." — Times. 

Price  IS.  6d.  each  Vohone,  complete  in  itself,  flexible  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges, 
with  silk  Hfodbands  arid  Registers. 


The  Story  of  the  Chevalier  Bayard. 

Joinville's  St.  Louis  of  France. 

The  Essays  of  Abraham  Cowley. 

Abdallah.    By  Edouard  Laboullaye. 

Napoleon,  Table-Talk  and  Opinions. 

Words  of  Wellington. 

Johnson's  Rasselas.     With  Notes. 

HazHtt's  Round  Table. 

The  Religio  ^Medici,   Hydriotaphia, 

&c.    By  Sir  Thomas  Browne,  Knt. 
Coleridge's   Christabel,    &c.      With 

Preface  by  Algernon  C.  Swinburne. 
Ballad  Poetry  of  the  Affections.     By 

Robert  Buchanan. 


Lord  Chesterfield's  Letters,  Sen- 
tences, and  Maxims.  With  Essay 
by  Sainte-Beuve. 

The  King  and  the  Commons.  Cava- 
lier and  Puritan  Songs. 

Vathek.     By  William  Beckford. 

Essays  in  Mosaic.      By  Ballantyne. 

My  Uncle  Toby  ;  his  Story  and 
his  Friends.     By  P.  Fitzgerald. 

Reflections  of  Rochefoucauld. 

Socrates  :  Memoirs  for  English 
Readers  from  Xenophon's  Memo- 
rabilia.    By  Edw.  Levien. 

Prince  Albert's  Golden  Precepts. 


A  Case  containing  12  Volumes,  price  31J.  dd.;  or  tJie  Case  separately,  price  3J.  6d. 

Baynes  {Canon)  Hy?}ins  and  other  Verses.     Crown  8vo,  sewed, 

Ij.;  cloth,  IX.  dd. 
Beaugrand   (C.)     Walks  Abroad  of  Two   Young  Naturalists. 

By  D.  Sharp.     Illust.,  8vo,  ^s.  6d. 
Beecher  {Lf.  W.)  Ait the?itic  Biography,  and  Diary.     [^Preparing 
Behnke  and  Broivjie.      Child's  Voice  :  its  Treatment  with  regard 

to  After  Developmert.     Small  8vo,  y.  6d. 
Beyschlag.     Fejjiale  Costume  Figures  of  various  Centuries.      1 2 

reproductions  of  pastel  designs  in  portfolio,  imperial.     21s. 
Bickers teth  {Bishop  E.  If.)  Clergyman  in  his  Home.     is. 
Evangelical  Churchnianship.  \s. 

A    2 


Sampson  Low,  Marston,  &-  Co.'s 


Bickerslcth  {Bishop  E.  H.)  From  Year  to  Year:  Original 
Poetical  Pieces.  Small  post  Svo,  3^.  dd.  ;  roan,  6s.  and  ^s.;  calf  or 
morocco,  10^.  6d. 

T/ie  Master's  Hojne-Call.     20th  Thous.     321110,  cloth 

gilt,  \s. 

The  Master's  Will.      A  Funeral  Sermon  preached  on 


the  Death  of  JNIrs.  S.  Gurney  Buxton.     Sewn,  6d.  ;  cloth  gilt,  is. 

The  Reef,  and  other  Parables.     Crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 

Shadow  of  the  Rock.     Select  Religious  Poetry.     2s.  6d. 

The  Shadowed  Home  and  the  Light  Beyond,      ^s. 


Bigeloia  {Johii)  France  and  the  Confederate  Navy.     An  Lnter- 

national  Episode.     7j.  6d. 
Biographies  of  the    Great  Artists   {^Illustrated).     Crown    Svo, 

emblematical  binding,  3^.  6d.  per  volume,  except  where  the  price  is  given. 


Claude  le  Lorrain,  by  Owen  J.Dullea 
Correggio,  by  M.  E.  Heaton.    2s.  6d. 
Delia  Robbia  and  Cellini.      2s.  6d. 
Albrecht  Diirer,  by  R.  F.  Heath. 
Figure  Painters  of  Holland. 
FraAngelico,Masaccio,andBotticelli. 
Fra  Bartolommeo,  Albertinelli,  and 

Andrea  del  Sarto. 
Gainsborough  and  Constable. 
Ghiberti  and  Donatello.     2s.  6d. 
Giotto,  by  Harry  Quilter. 
Hans  Holbein,  by  Joseph  Cundall. 
Hogarth,  by  Austin  Dobson. 
Landseer,  by  F.  G.  Stevens. 
Lawrence    and    Romney,    by    Lord 

Ronald  Gower.     2s.  6d. 
Leonardo  da  Vinci. 


Mantegna  and  Francia. 

Meissonier,  by  J.  W.  Mollett.   2s.  6d. 

Michelangelo  Buonarotti,by  Clement, 

iNIurillo,  by  Ellen  E.  Minor.    2s.  6d. 

Overbeck,  by  J.  B.  Atkinson. 

Raphael,  by  N.  D'Anvers. 

Rembrandt,  by  J.  W.  Mollett. 

Reynolds,  by  F.  S.  Pulling. 

Rubens,  by  C.  W.  Rett. 

Tintoretto,  by  W.  R.  Osier. 

Titian,  by  R.  F.  Heath. 

Turner,  by  Cosmo  Monkhouse. 

Vandyck    and    Hals,      by    P.     R. 
Head. 

Velasquez,  by  E.  Stowe. 

Vernet  and  Delaroche,  by  J.  Rees. 

Watteau,  by  J.  W.  Mollett.    2s.  6d. 
Little  Masters  of  Germany,  by  W.  '  Wilkie,  by  J.  W.  Mollett. 

B.  Scott.  I 

Bird  (F./.)  American  Practical  Dyer's  Companioji.     Svo,  425. 

{H.  E.)  Chess  Practice.     Svo,  2s.  6d. 

Black  {Robert)  Horse  Raci?tg  in  France  :  a  History.     Svo,  14J. 
Black  (  Wm.)  Novels.     See  "  Low's  Standard  Library." 

Stra7ige  Adventures  of  a  House- J) oat.     3  vols.,  31^-.  6d. 

In  Far  Lochaber.     3  vols.,  crown  Svo.,  3ii-.  6^. 

Blackburn  {Charles  F.)  Hints  on   Catalogue  Titles  and  Index 

Entries,  with  a  Vocabulary  of  Terms  and  Abbreviations,  chiefly  from 

Foreign  Catalogues.     Royal  Svo,  \\s. 

Blackburn  {Henry)  Breton  Folk.    With  171  lUust.  by  Randolph 

Caldecott.     Imperial  Svo,  gilt  edges, 2 if.;  plainer  binding,  los.  6ci. 

Pyrenees.     Illustrated    by  Gustave    Dore,  corrected 

to  1881.     Crown  Svo,  p.  6d.     See  also  Caldecott. 


List  of  Publications, 


Blackmore  (P.  D.)  Zorna  Doofie.  Edition  deluxe.  Crown  4to, 
very  numerous  Illustrations,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  "^is.  6d.;  parchment, 
uncut,  top  gilt,  35^.  ;  new  issue,  plainer,  2is. ;  small  post  8vo,  6s. 

Novels.     See  "  Low's  Standard  Library." 

Springhaven.     Illust.  by  Parsons  and  Barnard.  Sq. 

8vo,  \2s. 

Blaikie  {IVilliavi)  How  to  get  Strong  and  how  to  Stay  so. 
Rational,  Physical,  Gymnastic,  &c..  Exercises.  Illust.,  sm.postSvo,  5j-. 
Sound  Bodies  for  our  Boys  and  Girls.     i6mo,  2s.  6d. 

Bommck.     British  Colonies.     Asia,   i^. ;  Africa,  is. ;  America, 

I  J. ;  Australasia,  is.     One  vol.,  cloth,  5^. 
Bosanquet  {Rev.  C.)  Blossoms  from  the  King's  Garden  :  Sermons 

for  Children.     2nd  Edition,  small  post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Jehoshaphat ;  or^  Simlight  and  Clouds,     is. 

Boussenard  (Z.)  Crusoes  of  Guiana.  Gilt,  2S.  6d. ;  gilt  ed  .  35.  6d. 

Gold-seekers.     Sequel  to  the  above.     Illust.     i6mo,  5^. 

Boyesen  {F.)  Story  of  Norway.     Illustrated,  sm.  8vo,  7^.  6d. 
Boyesen  {H.  H.)  Modern    Vikings :  Stories  of  Life  and  Sport 

in  Norseland.     Cr.  Svo,  6s. 

Boy's  Froissart.  King  Arthur,     Knightly  Legefids  of  Wales, 

Percy.     See  Lanier. 
Bradshaw  (/".)  New  Zealand  of  To- doy ,  1884-87.     8vo. 
Bran?it  (JV.  T.)  Aiiimal  and  Vegetable  Fats  and  Oils.     244 

Illust.,  Svo,  35^. 
AlaJiufacture  of  Soap  and  Candles,  with  7n any  Formulas, 

Illust.,  Svo,  35i-. 

Metallic  Alloys.     Chiefly  from  the  German  of  Krupp 


and  Wilberger.     Cro\\Ti  Svo,  12s.  6d. 
Bright  {fohn)  Public  Letters.     Crown  8vo,  7.?.  6d. 

Brisse  {Baroii)  Menus  (366).  A  mmu,  in  French  and  English, 
for  every  Day  in  the  Yei^i       2nd  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  5^. 

British  Fisheries  Di?'ectory.     Small  8vo,  2s.  6d. 

Brittany.     See  Blackburn. 

Broicme  {G.  Lennox)  Voice  Use  and  Stimulants.    Sm.  8vo,  3^.  6d, 

and Behnke  {Emit)  Voice,  Song,  and  Speech.     N  ed,,  5J". 

Bryant  (  W.  C.)  and  Gay  {S.  H.)  History  of  the  United  States. 
4  vols.,  royal  Svo,  profusely  Illustrated,  60s. 

Bryce  {Rev.  Professor)  Manitoba.     Illust.      Crown  8vo,  75.  6^. 

Short  History  of  the  Canadia?i  People,     ys.  6d. 

Burnaby  {Capt.)  On  Horseback  through  Asia  Minor.  2  vols., 
8vo,  38.5-.     Cheaper  Edition,  i  vol.,  crown  Svo,  loj.  6d. 


Scijupson  Low,  Maj'sfon,  &^  Co^s 


Burnaby  {Mrs.  F.)  High  Alps  in  Winter ;  or^  Mountaiiieering 
in  Search  of  Health.     With  Illustration?,  &c.,  14J.     See  also  Main. 

Bttniley  {/.)  History  of  Wool  and  Woolcomhing.  Illust.  8vo,  21J. 

Burton  {Sir  R.  F.)  Early,  Public,  a?id  Private  Life.  Edited 
by  F.  HiTCHMAN.     2  vols.,  8vo,  36^-. 

Butler  {Sir  W.  F.)  Campaign  of  t/ie  Cataracts.    Illust.,  8vo,  i8.f. 

Invasio?i  of  England,  told  twenty  years  after.      2s.  6d. 

Ped  Cloud;  or,  the  Solitary  Sioux.     Imperial   i6mo, 

numerous  illustrations,  gilt  edges,  3^.  6d. ;  plainer  binding,  is.  6d. 

The  Great  Lone  Land ;  Ped  Piver  Expedition.     ']s.6d. 

The  Wild  North  La?id ;  the  Story  of  a  Winter  Journey 


^vith  Dogs  across  Northern  North  America.  8vo,  \Zs.   Cr.  8vo,  7j.  dd. 


/^ABLE  {G.  W.)  Bonaventure :  A  Prose  Pastoral  of  Acadian 
^^      Louisiana.     Sm.  post  Svo,  ^s. 

Cadogan  {Lady  A.)     Illustrated  Games  of  Patience.     Twenty- 
four  Diagrams  in  Colours,  with  Text.     Fcap.  4to,  \2s.  6d. 


Neiv  Games  of  Patience.  Coloured  Diagrams,  4to,  1 2s.6d. 

Caldecott  {Pa?idolph)  Memoir.     By  Henry  Blackburn.   With 

170  Examples  of  the  Artist's  Work.     14^-.;  large  paper,  21s. 
Califo7'nia.     See  Nordhoff. 

Callan  {Hi)  Wanderings  on  Wheel  and  on  Foot.   Cr.  Svo,  is.6d. 
Ca??ipbell  {Lady   Colin)  Book  of  the  Punning  Brook :  and  of 

Still  Waters,     ^s. 
Canadian  People:  Short  History.     Crown  Svo,  7^.  6d. 
Carleton  ( Will)  Farm  Ballads,  Farm    Festivals,   and  Farm 

Legends.     Paper  boards,  is.  each;   i  vol.,  small  post  Svo,  3^-.  6d. 

City  Ballads.     Illustrated,  1 2s.  6d.     New  Ed.   (Rose 

Library),  i6mo,  is. 
Ca?'negie    {A.)    America?i  Four-in-LT.vid  171  Britain.      Small 

4to,  Illustrated,  los.  6d.     Popular  Edition,  paper,  is. 

Pound  the  World.     Svo,  10s.  6d. 

»  TiHumphant  Democracy.     6s. ;  also  \s.  6d.  and  is. 

Chairman's  Handbook.     By  R.  F.  D.  Palgrave.     5th  Edit.,  2s. 
Changed  Cross,  &'c.    Religious  Poems.     i6rao,  2s.  6d.  ;  calf,  6s. 
Chaplin  {J.  G.)   Three  Prijiciples  of  Book-keeping.     2s.  6d. 
Charities  of  London.     See  Low's. 
Chattock  {P.  S.)  Practical  Notes  on  Etchifig.     New  Ed.     Svo, 

lOi-.  6d. 
Chess.     See  Bird  (H.  E.). 


List  of  FiiblicatiGus. 


Children's  Praises.  Hymns  for  Sunday-Schools  and  Services. 
Compiled  by  Louisa  H.  H.  Tristram.     4^. 

Choice  Editions  of  Choice  Books.  2s.  6d.  each.  Illustrated  by 
C.  W.  Cope,  K.A.,  T.  Creswick,  R.A.,  E.  Duncan,  Birket 
Foster,  J.  C .  IIorsley,  A.R.A.,  G.  Hicks,  R.  Redgrave,  R.A., 
C.  Stonehouse,  F.  Tayler,  G.  Thomas,  H.  J.  Tov/nshend, 
E.  H.  Wehnert,  Harrison  Weir,  &c. 


Bloomfield's  Farmer's  Boy. 
Campbell's  Pleasures  of  Hope. 
Coleridge's  Ancient  Mariner. 
Goldsmith's  Deserted  Village. 
Goldsmith's  Vicar  of  Wakefield. 
Gray's  Elegy  in  a  Churchyard. 
Keat's  Eve  of  St.  Agnes. 


Milton's  L' Allegro. 
Poetry  of  Nature.     Harrison  Weir. 
Rogers'  (Sam.)  Pleasures  of  ^Memory. 
Shakespeare's  Songs  and  Sonnets. 
Tennyson's  May  Queen. 
Elizabethan  Poets. 
Wordsworth's  Pastoral  Poems. 


"  Such  works  are  a  glorious  beatification  for  a  poet." — At/iencenm. 

Chreiman  {Miss)  Physical  Culture  of  Women.    A  Lecture  at  the 

Parkes  Museum.     Small  8vo,  \s. 
Christ  in  Song.     By  Philip  Schaff.     New  Ed.,  gilt  edges,  6s. 
Chromo- Lithography.     See  Audsley. 
Cochran  {W.)  Pen  and  Pe?icil  i?i  Asia  Minor.     Illust.,  8vo,  21s. 

Collingivood  {Harry)  Under  the  Meteor  Flag.       The  Log  of  a 

Midshipman.     Illustrated,  small  post  8vo,  gilt,  3^.  6d.;  plainer,  2s.  6d. 

Voyage  of  the  ^^  Aurora."     Gilt,  t^s.  6d.  ;  plainer,  2s.  6d. 

Cook  {Dutton)  Book  of  the  Play.    New  Edition,     i  vol.,  3^.  6d. 

On  the  Stage:  Studies.     2  vols.,  8vo,  cloth,  24^. 

Coiven  {Jos.,  M.P.)  Life  and  Speeches.     8vo,  14^'. 

Cowper  {JV.)  Poetical  Works :  A  Concorda?ice.    Roy.  8vo,  215-. 

Cozzens  {F.)   American    Yachts.     27   Plates,   22  x  28  inches. 

Proofs,  £21  ;  Artist's  Proofs,  ;i^3i  io.r. 
Crew  {B.J.)  Practical  Treatise  on  Petroleum.     Illust.,  8vo,  28^. 
Crouch  {A.  P.)  On  a  Surf-bound  Coast.     Crown  8vo,  75.  dd. 
Crown  Prince  of  Germany  :  a  Diary.     2S.  6d. 
Cud'd'orth  {  W.)  Life  and  Corresp07ide?ice  of  Abraham  Sha?p. 

Illustrated  from  Drawings.     (To  Subscribers,  21s.)  26s. 
Cu7nberland{Stuart)  Thought  Reader' s Thoughts.  Cr.  8vo.,  i  os.  6d, 
Queen's  Highway  fro  mi  Ocea7ito  Ocean.     in._,  8vo,  i8j-.  ; 

new  ed.,  ^s.  6d. 
Cundall  {Joseph)  Annals  of  the  Life  and  Work  of  Shakespeare. 

With  a  List  of  Early  Editions.     3^.  6c/.  ;  large  paper,  5^-.;  also  2J. 


Re7tiarkable  Bindings  in  the  British  Museu7H. 


Curtis  {  IV.  E.)  Capitals  of  Spanish  A77ierica..     Illust.,  roy.  8vo. 
Cuslwig  {W.)    Lnifials  and  Pseudo7iy7ns.      Large  8vo,    255'.; 
second  series,  large  8vo,  2IJ. 


Sampson  Low,  Marston,  G^'  Go's 


Cttster  {Eliz.  B.)  Tenting  on  the  Plains;  Gen.  Custer  in  Kansas 

and  Texas.     Royal  8vo,  iS^-. 
Cutcliffe  {H.  C.)  Trout  Fishing  in  Rapid  Streams.    Cr.  8  vo,  3^.  bd. 


T)AL  Y  {Mrs.    Z>.)  Digging,  Squatting,  and  Pioneering   in 

■L-^     Northern  South  Australia.     8vo,  \2.s. 

UAnvers.     Elementary  History  of  Art.     New  ed.,  360  illus., 
cr.  8vo,  2  vols.  (5^.  each),  gilt,  10^.  dd. 

Elementary  History  of  Music.     Crown  8vo,  2s.  6d. 

Davidson  {H  C.)  Old  Adam  ;  Tale  of  an  Ai'viy  Crammer.     3 
vols,  crown  8vo,  31^.  dd. 

Davis  ( Clement)  Modern  Whist.     a,s. 

Davis  \C.  T)  Bricks,  Tiles,  Terra- Cotta,  &^c.     111.     8vo,  25^-. 

Mafiufacture  of  Leather.  With  many  Illustrations.  52^.6^. 

Manufacture  of  Paper.     28^. 

Davis  {G.  B.)  Outlines  of  International  Law.     8vo.     loi".  dd. 

Dait'idozi'sky.  Glue,  Gelatine,  Isi7tglass,  Cements,  c^c.  8 vo,  1 2s.  6d. 

Day  of  My  Life  at  Eton.     By  an  Eton  Boy.     i6mo.     2s.  6d. 

Day's  Collacon :  an  Encyclopcedia  of  Prose  Quotations.       Im- 
perial 8vo,  cloth,  3 1  J.  6(/. 

De  Leon  {E.)  Under  the  Stars  and  under  the  Crescent.    N.  ed .,  ds. 

Deihroning  Shakspere.     Letters  to  the  Daily  Telegraph;    a7id 
Editorial  Papers.     Crown  8vo,  2s.  6d. 

Dictionary.     See  Tolhausen,  "  Technological." 

Dogs  in.  Disease.     By  Ashmont.     Crown  8vo,  "js.  6d. 

Donnelly    {Ignatius)    Atlantis ;   or,    the  Antediluvian    World. 
7th  Edition,  crown  8vo,  \2s.  6d. 

Ragnarok:  The  Age  of  Fire  and  Gravel.     Illustrated, 

crown  8vo,  \2s.  6d. 

The  Great  Cryptogram  :  Francis  Bacon^s  Cipher  in  the 


so-called  Shakspere  Plays.     With  facsimiles.     2  vols.,  30J-. 
Dore  {Gustave)  Life  and  Reminisce?ices.     By  Blanche  Roose- 
velt.    Illust.  from  the  Artist's  Drawings.     Medium  8vo,  24$-. 
Dougall  {James  Dalziel)   Shooting:    its   Appliances,  Practice, 
and  Purpose.    New  Edition,  revised  with  additions.   Crown  8vo,  "js.  6d. 

"The  book  is  admirable  in  every  way We  wish  it  every  success." ^G lobe. 

"A  very  complete  treatise Likely  to  take  high  rank  as  an  authority  oa 

shooting." — Daily  Nezvs. 

Duprl {Giovanni).    By  Frieze.  With  Dialogues  on  Art.    "js.dd. 

pDMONDS  (C)  Poetry  of  the  Anti- Jacobin.      With  Addi- 
-'— '     tional  matter.     New  ed.     Illust.,  crown  8vo. 
Educational  List  and  Directory  for  1887-88.    5^. 


List  of  Puhlicatio7is. 


Educational   Works    published    in    Great  Britain.     A  Classi- 
fied Catalogue.     Third  Edition,  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ds. 

Edwards  (E.)  American  Steam  Engineer.    Illust.,  12 mo,  12s.  6d, 

Eight  Months  on  the  Argentine  Gran  Chaco.     8vo,  Zs.  6d. 

Elliott  {H.    W.)  An  Arctic  Province :  Alaska  and  the  Seal 
Islands.     Illustrated  from  Drawings  ;   also  with  Maps.     l6s. 

Emerson  {Dr.  P.  Hi)  Pictures  of  East  Anglian  Life.     Ordinary 
ed.,  I05J-. ;  edit,  de  luxe,  17  x  132,  vellum,  morocco  back,  147 j. 

Naturalistic  Photography  for  Art  Students.    Crown  8vo. 

and    GoodalL      Life   and  Landscape  on   the   Norfolk 

Broads.     Plates  12  X  8  inches,  126J.;  large  paper,  2ioj-. 

English   Catalogue  of  Books.     Vol.  III.,  1872 — 1880.     Royal 
Svo,  half-morocco,  42^-.     See  also  "  Index." 

English  Etchings.    Published  Quarterly,    ^s.dd.    Vol.  VI.,  255'. 

English  Philosophers.     Edited  by  E.  B.  Ivan  Muller,  M.A. 
Crown  Svo  volumes  of  180  or  200  pp.,  price  3^-.  dd.  each. 


Shaftesbury  and  Hutcheson. 
Adam  Smith,  by  J.  A.  Farrer. 


Francis  Bacon,  by  Thomas  Fowler. 

Hamilton,  by  W.  H.  S.  Monck. 

Hartley  and  James  Mill. 

Esmarch  (E)  Llandbook  of  Surgery.      Translation  from   the 

last  German  Edition.     With  647  new  Illustrations.     Svo,  leather,  24J-. 

Etchifig.     See  Chaitock,  and  English  Etchings. 
Etchifigs  {AIode?'?i)  of  Celebrated  Paintings.     4to,  31.^.  dd. 
Eva?is  {E.  A.)  So?igs  of  the  Birds.    Afialogies  of  Spiritual  Life. 

New  Ed.     I. lust.,  6s. 
Evelyn.     Life  of  Mrs.   Godolphin.     By  William  Harcourt, 

of  Nuneham.  "  Steel  Portrait.     Extra  binding,  gilt  top,  7^.  6^. 


rpARINl  {G.  A.)  Through  the  Kalahari  Desert.     Svo,  21s. 

Farm  Ballads,  Festivals,  and  Legends.     See  Carleton. 
Fawcett  {Edgar)  A  Gentleman  of  Leisuj-e.      \s. 
Fenn    ( G.   Manville)    Off  to   the   Wilds :   A  Story  for  Boys. 
Profusely  Illustrated.     Cro\vn  Svo,  gilt  edges,  3J-.  dd. ;  plainer,  2s.  ed. 

Silver  Caiioft.     Illust.,  gilt  ed.,  3:?.  6d. ;  plainer,  2s.  6d. 

Fennell  {Greville)  Book  of  the  Roach.     New  Edition,  i2mo,  2s. 
Ferns.     See  Heath. 

Field  (H.  M.)  Greek  Islands  and  Turkey  after  the  War.    2>s.  6d. 
Field  {Mrs.  Horace)  Anchorage.     2  vols.,  crown  Svo,  i2^\ 
Fields  (/.  T)  Yesterdays  zuith  Authors.    New  Ed.,  Svo,  lo^.  6d. 
Fitzgerald  {P.)  Book  Fancier.     Cr.  Svo.  5^. ;  large  pap.  12^.  6d, 
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Fleming  (^Sandford)  England  and  Canada  :  a  Tour.    Cr.  8vo,  6^. 
Flore7ice.     See  Yriarte. 

Folkard  {R.,/im.)  Plant  Lore,  Lege  fids,  and  Lyrics.     8vo,  i6s, 
Forbes  {LI.  O.)  Naturalist  in  the  Eastern  Archipelago.     8vo. 

Foreign  Countries  and  British  Colonies.     Cr.  8vo,  3^.  dd.  each 


Australia,  by  J.  F.  Vesey  Fitzgerald. 

Austria,  by  D.  Kay,  F.R.G.S. 

Denmark  and  Iceland,  by  E.  C.Otte. 

Egypt,  by  S.  Lane  Poole,  B.A. 

France,  by  Miss  M.  Roberts. 

Germany,  by  S.  Baring-Gould. 

Greece,  by  L.  Sergeant,  B.A. 
Foreign  Etchings.     From  Paintings  by  Rejnbrandt,   6^r.,  635'.; 

india  proofs,  147 J. 
Fortunes  made  in  Business.     Vols.  I.,  II.,  III.     i6j".  each. 
Frampton  {Mary')  Journal,  Letters,  and  Anecdotes.     8vo,  14,?. 
Fra?ic  {Afaud  Jeanne).     Small  post  8vo,  uniform,  gilt  edges  : — 


Japan,  by  S.  Mossman. 
Peru,  by  Clements  R.  Markham. 
Russia,  by  W.  R.  Morfill,  M.A. 
Spain,  by  Rev.  Wentworth  Webster. 
Sweden  and  Norway,  by  Woods. 
West    Indies,    by    C..   H.    Eden, 
F.R.G.S. 


Emily's  Choice.  5i-. 
Hall's  Vineyard.  4J-. 
John's   Wife  :    A  Story  of  Life  in 

South  Australia.     4^-. 
Marian ;    or.    The  Light  of  Some 

One's  Home.     5^-. 
Silken  Cords  and  Iron  Fetters.     ^. 
Into  the  Light.     4^. 


Vermont  Vale.     5^. 

Minnie's  Mission.     4J. 

Little  Mercy.     \s. 

Beatrice  Melton's  Discipline.     4^. 

No  Longer  a  Child.    4J-. 

Golden  Gifts.     \s. 

Two  Sides  to  Every  Question.     4J. 

Master  of  Ralston.     4J. 


Also  a  Cheap  Edition,  in  cloth  extra,  is.  6d.  each. 

Franks  Ranche  ;  or.  My  Holiday  in  the  Rockies.  A  Contri- 
bution to  the  Inquiry  into  What  we  are  to  Do  with  our  Boys.      5j-. 

Freeman  {J.)  Lights  and  Shadoivs  of  Melbourne  Life.  Cr.  8vo. 
6s. 

French.     See  Julien  and  Porcher. 

Fresh  Woods  and  Pastures  New.  By  the  Author  of  "  An 
Amateur  Angler's  Days."     is.  6J.;  large  paper,  5^-.  ;  new  ed.,  is. 

Froissart.     See  Lanier. 

Fuller  {Edward)  Fellow  Travellers.     3^.  dd. 

Dramatic  Year  1887-88  in  the  United  States .     With  the 

London  Season,  by  W.  Archer.     Crown  8vo. 

r^ANE  {D.  N)  New  South  Wales  and  Victoria  in  1885.    55. 

Gaspai'in  [Countess  A.  de)  Sunny  Fields  a  fid  Shady  Woods.     6s. 
Geary  (Grattan)  Burma  after  the  Conquest,     "js.  6d. 
Gefitle  Life  (Queen  Edition).     2  vols,  in  i,  small  4to,  6s. 
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THE     GENTLE     LIFE     SERIES. 

Price  6j.  each  ;  or  in  calf  extra,  price  ioj.  dd. ;  Smaller  Edition,  cloth 
extra,  2s.  6d.,  except  where  price  is  named. 

The  Gentle  Life.     Essays  in  aid  of  the  Formation  of  Character. 
About  in  the  World.     Essays  by  Author  of  "  The  Gentle  Life." 
Like  unto  Chi'ist.     New  Translation  of  Thomas  a  Kempis. 
Fa^niliar  Woi'ds.     A  Quotation  Handbook.     6j-. 
Essays  by  Montaigne.     Edited  by  the  Author  of  "  The  Gentle 

Life." 
The  Gentle  Life.     2nd  Series. 
Tlie  Silent  Llour :  Essays,  0?'iginal  and  Selected. 
JIalf'Length   Portraits.      Short   Studies   of  Notable  Persons. 

By  J.  Hain  Friswell. 
Essays  on  English  Writei's,  for  Students  in  English  Literature. 
Other  People's  Wi^idotas.     By  J.  Hain  Friswell.     6;-. 
A  Alan's  Thoughts.     By  J.  Hain  Friswell. 
The  Cou7itess  of  Pembroke' s  Ajradia.   By  Sir  Philip  Sidney.    6s. 


Ge7'7nany.     By  S.  Baring-Gould.     Crown  8vo,  3-5-.  6d. 
Gibbon  (C.)  Beyond  Compare :  a  Story.    3  vols.,  cr.  8vo,  3  i.r.  6d. 

Yarmouth  Coast. 

Gisborne  (JV.)  Neiv  Zealand  Rulers   and  Statesmen.      With 

Portraits.     Crown  8vo,  ']$.  6d. 
Goldsmith.     She  Stoops  to  Conquer.     Introduction  by  Austin 

DoBSON  ;  the  designs  by  E.  A.  Abhey.     Imperial  4to,  48^. 
Goode   {G.    Brown)   American   Fishes.     A   Popular    7 realise. 

Royal  Svo,  24s. 
Gordon   {/.  E.  H.,  B.A.  Cantab.)  Four  Lectures  on  Electric 

Induction  at  the  Royal  Institution,  1878  9.     Illust.,  square  i6mo,  3^. 

Electric  Lighting.     Illustrated,  Svo,  iSj-. 

Physical  Treatise  on  Electricity  and  Magnetism.     2nd 

Edition,  enlarged,  with  coloured,  full-page,  &c.,  Illust.  2  vols.,  Svo,  425-. 
Electricity  for  Schools.     Illustrated.     Crown  Svo,  55. 


Gouffc  {fules)  Royal  Cookery  Book.     New  Edition,  with  plates 

in  colours.  Woodcuts,  &c. ,  Svo,  gilt  edges,  42J-. 

Domestic  Edition,  half-bound,  10^.  6d. 

Grant  {Genej-al,  U.S.)  Personal  Memoirs.     2  vols.,  Svo,  I'^s. 

Illustrations,  Maps,  &c.     2  vols.,  Svo,  2Sj-. 
Great  Artists.     See  "  Biographies." 
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Great  Mtisicians.      Edited   by    F.    Hueffer.      A    Series    of 

Biographies,  crown  8vo,  y.  each  : — 
Bach.  Mendelssohn.  Schubert. 

English    Church    Com-    Mozart.  Schumann. 

posers.  By  Barrett.    Purcell.  Richard  Wagner. 

Handel.  Rossini.  Weber. 

Haydn. 

Groves  {/.  Percy)  Charmouth  Grange.    Gilt,  5^.;  plainer,  2s.  6d, 
Guizofs  History  of  F?-ance.     Translated  by  R.    Black.      In 

8    vols.,    super-royal   8vo,    cloth  extra,  gilt,    each  2\s.      In  cheaper 

binding,  8  vols.,  at  \os.  dd.  each. 

"  It  supplies  a  want  which  has  long  been  felt,  and  ought  to  be  in  the  hands  of  all 

students  of  history." — Titues. 

Masson's  School  Edition.      Abridged 

from  the  Translation  by  Robert  Black,  with  Chronological  Index,  His- 
torical and  Genealogical  Tables,  &c.  By  Professor  Gustave  Masson, 
B.A.     With  Portraits,   Illustrations,  &c.      I  vol.,  8vo,  600  pp.,  5J-. 

Guyon  [Mde.)  Life.     By  Upham.     6th  Edition,  crown  8vo,  6j. 

TTALFORD  {K  M.)  Floati?tg Flies,  and Jiow  to  Dress  them. 
■^  -^      Coloured  plates.     8vo,  15J.  ;  large  paper,  30j-. 

Dfy  Fly -Fishing  in  Theory  a?id  Practice,     Col.  Plates. 

Hall  (W.  W.)  How  to  Live  Long;  or,  1408  Maxims.     2s. 
Hamilton  (F.)  Recollections  of  Fly-fishing  for  Salmon,  Trout, 

and  Grayling.     With  their  Habits,  Haunts,  and  History.     lUust.,  6j.; 

large  paper,  \os.  6d. 
Hands  {T)  Numerical  Exercises  in  Chemist?y.     Cr.  8vo,  2s.  6d. 

and  2s. ;   Answers  separately,  6d. 

Hardy  {Thomas).     See  Low's  Standard  Novels. 

Hare  {/.  S.  Clark)  Law  of  Contracts.     8vo,  261. 

Harley  {T.)  Southward  JIo  !  to  the  State  of  Georgia,      ^s. 

Harpe7-'s   Magazine.     Published    Monthly.     160    pages,  fully 

Illustrated,  \s.     Vols.,  half  yearly,  I. — XVI.,  super-royal  8vo,  8j.  dd. 

each. 

"  '  Harper's  Magazine  '  is  so  thickly  sown  with  excellent  illustrations  that  to  count 

them  would  be  a  work  of  time ;  not  that  it  is  a  picture  magazine,  for  the  engravings 

illustrate  the  text  after  the  manner  seen  in  some  of  our  choicest  editions  de  iuxe." — 

St.  James's  Gazette. 

"  It  is  so  pretty,  so  big,  and  so  cheap.  ...     An  extraordinary  shillingsworth— 

160  large  octavo  pages,  with  over  a  score  of  articles,  and  more  than  three  times  as 

many  illustrations."— ^(//«^7/r^/i  Daily  Reviciu. 

"An  amazing  shillingsworth  .  .  .  combining  choice  literature  of  both  nations."— 

Nonconformist. 

Harper's  Young  People.  Vols.  I.-IV.,  profusely  Illustrated 
with  woodcuts  and  coloured  plates.  Royal  4to,  extra  binding,  each 
Ts.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  2>s.  Published  Weekly,  in  wrapper,  id.  ;  Annual 
Subscription,  post  free,  6s.  6d.  ;  Monthly,  in  wrapper,  with  coloured 
plate,  6d.  ;  Annual  Subscription,  post  free,  7^.  6d. 
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Harrison  {Mary)  Skilful  Cook,     New  edition,  crown  8vo,  5^. 
Hartshoriie  {H.)  Household  Medicine^  Surgery,  c^c.    8vo.  21s. 
Hatton  {Frank)  North  Borneo.     Map  and  Illust.,  &c.  iZs. 
Hatto?i  {Joseph)  Journalistic  London :   with   Engravings  and 
Portraits  of  Distinguished  Writers  of  the  Day.     Fcap.  4to,  \2s.  6ci. 

See  also  Low's  Standard  Novels. 

Hawthorne  {Nathaniel)  Life.     By  John  R.  Lowell. 

Heath  {Francis  George)  Fern  World  With  Nature-printed 
Coloured  Plates.    Crown  8vo,  gilt  edges,  \2s.  bd.    Cheap  Edition,  6s. 

Heath  {Gertrude).  Tell  us  Why  ?  The  Customs  and  Ceremo- 
nies of  the  Church  of  England  explained  for  Children.     Cr.  Svo,  2s.  6d. 

Heldniann  {B.)  Mutiny  of  the  Ship  "  Leander."  Gilt  edges, 
2s.  6d.;  plainer,  2s.  6d. 

Henty.     Wimmzg  his  Spurs.     Cr.  Svo,  3^-.  dd.  ;  plainer,  2s.  6d, 

Cornet  of  Horse.     Cr.  Svo,  3^".  6d.;  plainer,  2s.  6d. 

Jack  Archer.     Illust.     3^.  6d. ;  plainer,  2s.  6d. 

Henty  {Richmond)  Australiana  :  My  Early  Life.     55-. 

Herrick  {Robert)  Poetry.  Preface  by  Austin  Dobson.  With 
numerous  Illustrations  by  E.  A.  Abbey.     4to,  gilt  edges,  42^. 

Hetley  {Mrs.  E.)  Native  Flowers  of  New  Zealand.  Chromos 
from  Drawings.     Three  Parts,  to  Subscribers,  63J. 

Hewitt  {James  A  ^  Church  History  in  South  Africa,  17  95- 1848, 
i2mo,  5x. 

Hicks  {E.  S.)  Our  Boys :  How  to  Enter  the  Merchant  Service,  ^s. 

Yachts,  Boats  and  Canoes.     Illustrated.     Svo,  \os.  6d. 

Hitch??ian.    Public  Life  of  the  Earl  of  Beacon sfield.     t^s.  6d. 

Hoey  {Mrs.  Cashel)  See  Low's  Standard  Novels. 

Hofmann.     Scenes  from  the  Life  of  our  Saviour.     12  mounted 

plates,  12X9  inches,  2\s. 
Holder  {C  F)  Marvels  of  Animal  Life.     Illustrated,     ^s.^d. 

Lvory  King:  Elephant  and  Allies.    Illustrated.    8^.6^. 

LJving  Lights  :  Phosphorescent  Animals  a?id  Vegetables. 

Illustrated.     Svo,  8j.  6d. 
Hohnes  {O.   W.)  Before  the  Curfeiv,  a^c.    Occasional  Poems.    55". 

Last  Leaf :  a  Holiday  Volume.     42s. 

Mortal  Antipathy,  Sj".  dd. ;  also  2s. ;  paper,  ij-. 

Our  Hmdred  Days  in  Europe.     6s.     Large  Paper,  15  J. 

• Poetical  Works.     2  vols.,  i8mo,  gilt  tops,  10s.  6d. 

Homer,  Iliad  L.-XLL.,  done  ifito  English    Verse.     By  Arthur 

S.  Way.    9J-. 

Odyssey,    done  into  English    Verse.     By  A.   S.  Way. 

Fcap  4to,  7J-.  6d. 
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Hopkins  iyManley)  Treatise  on  the  Cardinal  Numbers.     2S.  6d. 
Hore  {Mrs.)  To  Lake  Tanganyika  in  a  Bath  Chair.     Cr.  8vo, 

7^.  U. 
Howard  {Blanche  JV.)  Tony  the  Maid ;  a  Novelette,     Illust., 

i2mo,  3J.  (yd. 
Howorth  {H.  H.)  Mammoth  and  the  Flood.     8vo,  i8^. 
Hiiet  {C.  B.)  Land  of  Rubens.     For  Visitors  to  Belgium.     By 

Van  Dam.     Crown  8vo,  3^.  6^. 
Hu;o  {V.)    Notj'e  Dame.     With  coloured    etchings   and   150 

engravings.     2  vol^.,  8vo,  vellum  cloth,  30J. 
Hundred  Greatest  Men  {The).  8  portfoHos,  2\s.  each,  or  4  vols., 

half-morocco,  gilt  edges,  10  guineas.  New  Ed.,  I  vol.,  royal  8vo,  i\s. 
Hutchinso?i  {T.)  Diary  and  Letters.  Vol.  I.,  \()S. ;  Vol.  II.,  16^. 
Hygiene  and  Public  Health.     Edited  by  A.   H.   Buck,  M.D. 

Illustrated.     2  vols.,  royal  Svo,  42J. 
Hymnal    Conpaniofi   to   the   Book   of  Commo?t   Prayer.      By 

Bishop  Bickersteth.      In  various  styles  and  bindings  from  \d.  to 

3ii-.  6c/.     Price  List  and  Prospectus  will  be  fo)'wa7-ded  on  application. 
Hymns  and  Tines  at  St.   Thomas',  New   York.     Music  by  G. 

W.  Farre  s".     Royal  Svo,  5^. 

TLL  USTRA  TED  Text-Books  of  Art-Education.  Edited  by 
•^  Edward  J.  Poynter,  R.A.  Illustrated,  and  strongly  bound,  5^-. 
Now  ready  : — 

PAINTING. 

Classic  and  Italian.    By  Head.  I  French  and  Spanish. 
German,  Flemish,  and  Dutch.  |  Eng-lish  and  American. 

ARCHITECTURE. 

Classic  and  Early  Christian. 

G-othic  and  Renaissance.     By  T.  Roger  Smith. 

SCULPTURE. 

Antique  :  Eg-yptian  and  Greek. 
Renaissance  and  Modern.     By  Leader  Scott. 
Jnderwick  {F.  A.  ;  Q.C.)  Side  Lights  on  the  Stuarts.     Essays. 

Illustrated,  Svo. 
Judex  to  the  English    Catalogue,  Jan.,    1874,  to   Dec.^    1880. 

Royal  Svo,  half-morocco,  iSj. 
Inglis  {Hon.  James ;  ''Maori'')   Our  New  Zeala?id    Cousifis. 

Small  post  Svo,  6j-. 
Tent  Life  in    Tiger  Land :     Twelve    Years  a  Pioneer 

Planter.     Col.  ]:)lates,  roy.  Svo,  \Zs. 
Irving  {Henry)  Impressions  of  America.   2  vols.,  21^.;    i  vol.,  ds. 
Irving  {  Washington).    Library  Edition  of  his  Works  in  2 7  vols., 

Copyright,  with  the  Author's  Latest  Revisions.      "  Geoffrey  Crayon" 

Edition,  large  square  Svo.    12s.  6d.  per  vol.     See  also  "Little  Britain." 
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^AMES  (C)  Curiosities  of  Law  a?id  Laivyers.     8vo,  yj.  6d. 

Japan.     See  Anderson,  Artistic^  Audsley,  also  Morse. 
Jefferies  {Richard)  Amaryllis  at  the  Fair.     Small  8vo,  7^.  6^. 
Jerdon  {Gertrude)  Key-hole  Country.    Illustrated.    Crown  8vo, 

cloth,  2.S. 

Johnston    {LI.  LL.)  River   Congo ^  from   its  Mouth  to  Bolobo, 

New  Edition,  8vo,  i\s. 
Johfistone   {D.    Laivson)  Land    of   the    Mountain    Kingdofn, 

Illust.,  crown  8vo. 
Jones  {Major)  Heroes  of  Industry.     Biographies  with  Portraits. 

7j.  6d. 

Emigrants  Friend.  Guide  to  the  U.S.     N.Ed.     2s.  6d, 

Julien  {F.)  English  Stude?ifs  Fre?ich  Examiner.     i6mo,  2s. 

Co7iversational  French  Reader.     i6mo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Frefich  at  Llome  and  at  School.    Book  L,  Accidence.    2s, 

•  First  Lesso7is  in  Conversational  French  Granwiar.     \s, 

' ■  Petites  Lemons  de  Conversation  et  de  Grammaire.     35-. 

Phrases  of  Daily  Use.     Limp  cloth,  dd. 

• "  Petites  Lemons  "  and  "  Phrases  "  in  one.     3^-.  dd. 


l^ARR  {H.  W.  Setoji)  Shores  and  Alps  of  Alaska.     Svo, 
^^      i6j. 
Keats,     Endymion.     Illust.  by  W.  St.  John  Harper.     Imp. 

4to,  gilt  top,  42J. 
Kempis  {Thomas  a)  Daily  Text-Book.     Square  i6mo,  2s.  6^.; 

interleaved  as  a  Birthday  Book,  3^.  dd. 
Kenfs  Cotnmentaries  :  an  Abridgment  for  Students  of  American 

Law.    By  Eden  F.  Thompson,     ioj.  dd. 
Kerr  {IV.  M.)  Far  Lnterior  :  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  across  //<? 

Zambesi,   to  the  Lake   Regions.     Illustrated  from  Sketches,  2  vols. 

Svo,  32^. 
Kershaiu  {S.  W.)  Protestants  fro7n   France  in  their  English 

Home.     Crown  Svo,  6j. 
King  {Henry)   Savage  London;    Riverside    Characters^    cr'c. 

Crown  Svo,  6s. 
Kingston  {W.  H.   G.)    Works.     Illustrated,  i6mo,  gilt  edges, 

3^'.  6d. ;  plainer  binding,  plain  edges,  2s.  dd.  each. 


Captain   Mugftrd,  or.  Our  Salt 

and  Fresh  Water  Tutors. 
Dick  Cheveley. 
Heir  of  Kilfinnan, 


Snow-Shoes  and  Canoes. 
Two  Supercargoes. 
With  Axe  and  Rifle. 


1 6  Sampson  Low,  Marsion,  &  Co.^s 

Kingsley  {Rose)    Children  of  Westmiiiste?'  Abbey  :    Studies  in 

English  History,    ^s. 
K?iight  {E. /.)  Cruise  of  the  '' Falco?t."     New  Ed.    Cr.    8vo, 

js.  6d. 
Knox  {Col.)  Boy  Travellei's  on  the  Congo.    Illus.    Cr.  8vo,  7^.  dd, 
Kujihardt  {C.  B.)  Small  Yachts :  Design  and  Consti'uciion.  355. 
Steam  Yachts  afid  Launches.     Illustrated.     4to,  ids. 


r  AMB    {Charles)  Essays   of  Elia.      Illustrated  by  C.  O. 
•'-^    Murray.    6j. 

Lafiier's   IVorks.     Illustrated,   crown   8vo,  gilt   edges,   ^js.  6d. 
each. 

Boy's  King  Arthur. 

Boy's  Froissart. 

Boy's  Knightly  Legends  of  Wales. 


Boy's  Percy:  Ballads  of  Love  and 
Adventure,     selected    from     the 
''Reliques." 
Lansdell{H.)  Through  Siberia.    2  vols.,  Svo,  30J.;  i  vol.,  10s.  6d. 

Russia  in  Central  Asia.     Illustrated.     2  vols.,  425. 

Through  Central  Asia ;   Russo- Afghan  Ero?ilier,  <S^'^. 

8vo,  12^. 
Lardeii  {W.)  School  Coiwse  on  LLeat.     Second  Ed.,  Illust.     ^s, 
Laurie  {Andre)  Selene  Company,  Limited.     Crown  Svo,  ']s.  6d. 
Layard  {Mrs.   Granville)    Through  the   West  Lndies.     Small 

post  Svo,  2s.  6d. 
Lea  {LI.   C).  History  of  the  Lnquisition   of  the  Middle  Ages. 

3  vols.,  Svo,  42J-. 
Lemon  {M.)  Small  House  over  the  Water,  and  Stories.     Illust. 

by  Cruikshank,  &c.     Crown  Svo,  ds. 

Leo  XIII.  :  Life.  By  Bernard  O'Reilly.  With  Steel 
Portrait  from  Photograph,  &c.     Large  Svo,  iSj.  ;    edit,  de  luxe,  6t,s. 

Leo7ia?do  da  Viiici's  Literary  Works.  Edited  by  Dr.  Jean 
Paul  Riciiter.  Containing  his  Writings  on  Painting,  Sculpture, 
and  Architecture,  his  Philosophical  Maxims,  Humorous  Writings,  and 
Miscellaneous  Notes  on  Personal  Events,  on  his  Contemporaries,  on 
Literature,  &c.  ;  published  from  Manuscripts.  2  vols.,  imperial  Svo, 
containing  about  200  Drawings  in  Autotype  Reproductions,  and  nu- 
merous other  Illustrations.     Twelve  Guineas. 

Library  of  Religious  Poetry.  Best  Poems  of  all  Ages.  Edited 
by  SCHAFF  and  Oilman.     Royal  Svo,  21s.;  cheaper  binding,  los.  6d. 

Lindsay  {W.  S.)  History  of  Merchant  Shippi?ig.  Over  150 
Illustrations,  Maps,  and  Charts.  In  4  vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra. 
Vols.  I  and  2,  iij-.  each;  vols.  3  and  4,  14.^.  each.     4  vols.,  50J. 

Little  {Archibald J.)  Through  the  Ya?ig-tse  Gorges:  Trade  and 
Travel  in  Western  China,     New  Edition.     Svo,  \os.  bd. 
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Little  Britai?i,  The  Spectre  Bridegroo7n^  and  Legend  of  Sleepy 
Hollow.  By  Washington  Irving.  An  entirely  New  'Edition  de 
luxe.  Illustrated  by  120  very  fine  Engravings  on  Wood,  by  Mr. 
J.  D.  Cooper.  Designed  by  Mr.  Charles  O.  Murray.  Re-issue, 
square  crown  8vo,  cloth,  ds. 

Longfelloiv.     Maidenhood.      AVith  Coloured   Plates.      Oblong 

4to,  2.S.  6d.;  gilt  edges,  3^.  6d. 

Courtship  of  Miles  Standish.     lUust.  by  Broughton, 

&c.     Imp.  4to,  2\s. 
Nuremberg.    28  Photogravures.     Ilium,  by  M.  and  A. 

COMEGYS.     4to,  3 1  J.  dd. 

Loivell  {/.  jR.)  Vision  of  Sir  Launfal.   Illustrated,  royal  4to,  63^. 

Life  of  Auithaniel  Hawthorne.     Small  post  8vo, 

Loiti's  Standa?'d  LJbj-ary  of  Travel  and  Adventure.  Crown  Svo, 
uniform  in  cloth  extra,  "js.  6d.,  except  where  price  is  given. 

1.  The  Great  Lone  Land.     By  Major  W.  F.  Butler,  C.B. 

2.  Tlie  Wild  North  Land.     By  Major  W.  F.  Butler,  C.B. 

3.  How  I  found  Living-stone.    By  H.  M.  Stanley. 

4.  Throug-h  the  Dark  Continent.     By  H.  M.  Stanley.      I2j-.  6d. 

5.  The  Threshold  of  the  Unknown  Reg-ion.     By  C.  R.  Mark- 

ham.     (4th  Edition,  with  Additional  Chapters,  los.  6d.) 

6.  Cruise  of  the  Challengrer.     By  W.  J.  J.  Spry,  R.N, 

7.  Bxxrnaby's  On  Horseback  throug-h  Asia  Minor,      los.  6d. 

8.  Schweinfurth's  Heart  of  Africa.     2  vols.,  15^-. 

9.  Throug-h  America.     By  W.  G.  Marshall. 

10.  Throug-h  Siberia.    II.  and  unabridged,  ioj-.6^z.    By  H.  Lansdell. 

11.  From  Home  to  Home.     By  Stavelev'  Hill. 

12.  Cruise  of  the  Falcon.     By  E.J.  Knight. 

13.  Througrh  Masai  Land.     By  Joseph  Thomson. 

14.  To  the  Central  African  Lakes.     By  Joseph  Thomson. 

15.  Queen's  Hig-hway.     By  Stuart  Cumberland. 

Loiv's  Stafidard  Novels.    Small  post  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each, 
unless  otherwise  stated. 
A  Daug-hter  of  Heth.     By  W.  Black. 
In  Silk  Attire.     By  W.  Black. 
Kilmeny.     A  Novel.     By  W.  Black. 
Lady  Silverdale's  Sweetheart.     By  W.  Black. 
Sunrise.     By  W.  Black. 
Three  Feathers.     By  WiLLiAM  Black. 
Alice  Lorraine.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 
Christowell,  a  Dartmoor  Tale.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 
Clara  Vaug-han.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 
Cradock  Nowell.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 
Cripps  the  Carrier.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 
Erema ;  or,  My  Father's  Sin.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 
Lorna  Doone.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore.     25th  Edition. 
Mary  Anerley.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 
Tommy  Upmore.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 


J  8  Sampso7i  Low,  Mars  ton,  6^  Co.'s 


Low's  Standard  Novels — conttnned. 
Bonaventure.     By  G.  W.  Cable. 
An  Eng-lish  Squire.     By  Miss  Coleridge. 
Some  One  Else.     By  Mrs.  B.  M.  Croker. 
Under  the  Stars  and  Stripos.     By  E.  De  Leon. 
Halfway.     By  Miss  Betham-Edwards. 
A  Story  of  tlie  Drag-onnades.    By  Rev.  E.  GiLLlAT,  M.  A, 
A  Laodicean.     By  Thomas  Hardy. 
Far  from  the  Madding-  Crowd.     By  THOMAS  Hardy. 
Mayor  of  Casterbridg-e.     By  Thomas  Hardy. 
Pair  of  Blue  Eyes.     By  Thomas  Hardy. 
Return  of  the  Native.     By  Thomas  Hardy. 
The  Hand  of  Ethelberta.     By  Thomas  Hardy. 
The  Trumpet  Major.     By  Thomas  Hardy. 
Two  on  a  Tower.     By  Thomas  Hardy. 
Old  House  at  Sandwich.     By  Joseph  Hattox. 
Three  Recruits.     By  Joseph  Hatton. 
A  Golden  Sorrow.     By  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey.     New  Edition. 
A  Stern  Chase.     By  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey. 
Out  of  Court.     By  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey. 
Don  John.     By  Jean  Ingelow. 
John  Jerome.     By  Jean  Ingelow.     <,s. 
Sarah  de  Berenger.     By  Jean  Ingelow. 
Adela  Cathcart.     By  George  Mac  Donald. 
Guild  Court.    By  George  Mac  Donald. 
Mary  Marston.     By  George  Mac  Donald. 

Stephen  Archer.   New  Ed.  of  "  Gifts. "   By  George  Mac  DONALD. 
The  Vicar's  Daugrhter.     By  George  Mac  Donald. 
Orts.     By  George  Mac  Donald. 

"Weighed  and  "Wanting.     By  GEORGE  Mac  Donald. 
Diane.     By  Mrs.  Macquoid. 
Elinor  Dryden.     By  Mrs.  Macquoid. 
My  Lady  Greensleeves.     By  Helen  Mathers. 
Spell  of  Ashtaroth.     By  Duffield  Osborne.     5^-. 
Alaric  Spenceley.     By  Mrs.  J.  H.  Riddell. 
Daisies  and  Buttercups.     By  Mrs.  J.  H.  Riddell. 
The  Senior  Partner.     By  Mrs.  J.  H.  Riddell. 
A  Strugg-le  for  Fame.      By  Mrs.  J.  H.  RiDDELL. 
Frozen  Pirate.     By  W.  Clark  Russell. 
Jack's  Courtship.    ByW.  Clark  Russell. 
John  Holdsworth.     By  W.  Clark  Russell. 
A  Sailor's  Sweetheart.     By  W.  Clark  Russell. 
Sea  Q,ueen.    By  W.  Clark  Russell. 
"Watch  Below.     By  W.  Clark  Russell. 
Strang-e  "Voyag-e.     By  W.  Clark  Russell. 
"Wreck  of  the  Grosvenor.     By  W.  Clark  RusselL. 
The  Lady  Maud.     By  W.  Clark  Russell. 
Little  Loo.     By  W.  Clark  Russell. 
Bee-man  of  Orn.     By  Frank  R.  Stockton. 
My  "Wife  and  I.     By  Mrs.  Harriet  B.  Stowe. 
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Low's  Standard  Novels — continued. 

The  Late  Mrs.  Null.     By  Frank  R.  Stockton. 

Hundredth  Man.     By  Frank  R.  Stockton. 

Old  Town  Folk.     By  Mrs.  Harriet  B.  Stowe. 

We  and  our  Neighbours.     By  Mrs.  Harriet  B.  Stowe. 

Pog-anuc  People,  their  Loves  and  Lives.     By  Mrs.  Stowe. 

XJlu:   an  African  Romance.     By  Joseph  Thomson. 

Ben  Hur :  a  Tale  of  the  Christ.     By  Lew.  Wallace. 

Anne.    By  Constance  Fenimore  Woolson. 

East  Aug-els.    By  Constance  Fenimore  Woolson. 

For  the  Major.    By  Constance  Fenimore  Woolson.     5^-. 

French  Heiress  in  her  o-wn  Chateau. 

Low's  Series  of  Standard  Books  for  Boys.     "With   numerous 

Illustrations,  2s.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  3^-.  6d.  each. 
Dick  Cheveley.     By  W.  H.  G.  Kingston. 
Heir  of  Kilfinnan.     By  W.  H.  G.  Kingston. 
Off  to  the  Wilds.     By  G.  Manville  Fenn. 
The  Two  Supercarg-oes.     By  W.  H.  G.  King-ton. 
The  Silver  Cauon.    By  G.  Manville  Fenn. 
Under  the  Meteor  Flag-.     By  Harry  Collingwood. 
Jack  Archer:  a  Tale  of  the  Crimea.     By  G.  A.  Henty 
The  Mutiny  on  Board  the  Ship  Leander.     By  B.  Heldmann. 
With  Axe  and  Rifle  on  the  Western  Prairies.     By  W.  H.  G. 

Kingston. 
Red  Cloud,  the  Solitary  Sioux  :  a  Tale  of  the  Great  Prairie. 

By  Col.  Sir  Wm.  Butler,  K.C.B. 
The  Voyag-e  of  the  Aurora.     By  Harry  Collingwood. 
Charmouth   Grange :    a   Tale   of  the    17th   Century.     By   J. 

Percy  Groves. 
Snowshoes  and  Canoes.     By  W.  H.  G.  Kingston. 
The  Son  of  the  Constable  of  France.     By  Louis  Rousselet. 
Captain  Mugford ;   or,   Our     Salt  and    Fresh  Water  Tutors. 

Edited  by  W.  H.  G.  Kingston. 
The  Cornet  of  Horse,  a   Tale   of  Marlborougrh's  Wars.     By 

G.  A.  Henty. 
The  Adventures  of  Captain  Magro.     By  Leon  Cahun. 
Noble  Words  and  Noble  Needs. 
The  King-  of  the  Tig-ers.     By  Rousselet. 
Hans  Brinker;  or,  The  Silver  Skates.     By  Mrs.  Dodge. 
The  Drummer-Boy,  a  Story  of  the  time  of  Washington.     By 

Rousselet. 
Adventures  in  New  Guinea  :  The  Narrative  of  Louis  Tregance. 
The  Crusoes  of  Guiana.     By  Boussenard. 

The  Gold  Seekers.     A  Sequel  to  the  Above.     By  Boussenard. 
Winning-  His  Spurs,  a  Tale  of  the  Crusades.     By  G.  A.  Henty. 
The  Blue  Banner.     By  Leon  Cahun. 
Lo2v's  Pocket  Encyclopcedia  :  a  Conipe?idium  of  General  Kno7v- 
ledge  for  Ready   Reference.     Upwards  of  25,000  References,  with 
Plates.    New  ed.,  imp.  32mo, cloth,  marbled  edges,  y.  6d.;  roan,  4s.  6d. 


Sampson  Low,  Ma7'sfon,  6^  Co.^s 


Loni's  Handbook  to  London   Charities.    Yearly,  cloth,  \s.  6d.; 
paper,  is. 


1\/TCC0RMLCK  {R.).    Voyages  in  the  Arctic  and  Antarctic 
-*■  '-'■      Seas  in  Search  of  Sir  John  Franklin,  &c.     With  Maps  and  Lithos. 
2  vols.,  royal  8vo,  52J.  6d. 

Mac  Donald  {George).     See  Low's  Standard  Novels. 
Macdoivall  {Alex.  B.)  Curve  Pictures  of  London  for  the  Social 

RefoiTner.     \s. 
McGoun's  Co7?iinercial  Correspondence.     Crown  8vo,  5 J. 
Macgregor  {John)   ''^ Rob  Roy''   on   the   Baltic.     3rd   Edition, 

small  post  8vo,  "zs.  6d. ;  cloth,  gilt  edges,  3^.  6d. 
A   Thousand  Miles   in  the  '^Rob  Roy''    Canoe,     nth 

Edition,  small  post  8vo,  2s.  6d. ;  cloth,  gilt  edges,  3^.  6d. 

Voyage  Alone  in  the  Yaivl  "  Rob  Roy.''     New  Edition, 


mth  additions,  small  post  8vo,  5j.  ;  3^-.  6d.  and  2s.  6d. 
Mackay  {C.)  Glossary  of  Obscure  Words  in  Shakespeare.     21s. 
Mackefizie  {Sir  Morell)  Fatal  Illness   of  Frederick   the  Noble. 

Crown  8vo,  limp  cloth,  2s.  6d. 
Macke?izie  {Rev.  John)  Austral  Africa  :  Losing  it  or  Ruling  it? 

Illustrations  and  Maps.     2  vols.,  8vo,  32J. 
McLellan^s  Own  Story  :  The  V/ar  for  the  Union.    Illust.  \Zs. 
McMurdo  {Edward)  History  of  Portugal.     8vo,  21^. 
Macquoid{Mrs.).     See  Low's  Standard  Novels. 
Magazine.     See  English  Etchings,  Harper. 
Maginn  {W.)  Miscellanies.     Prose  and  Verse.      With  Memoir. 

2  vols.,  crown  8vo,  2^s. 
Main  {Mrs.;  Airs.  Fred  Burnaby)  High  Life  and  Toivers  of 

Silence.     Illustrated,  square  8vo,  ioj-.  dd. 
Manitoba.     See  Bryce. 
Manning  {E.  F.)  Delightful  Thames,     Illustrated.     4to,  fancy 

boards,  5J. 
Markham  ( Clements  R.)  The  Fighting  Veres,  Sir  F  and  Sir  H. 

8vo,  1 8 J. 
War  betiveen  Peru  a?id  Chili,  1879-188 1.    Third  Ed. 

Crown  8vo,  with  Maps,  ioj.  6<:/. 

See  also  "Foreign  Countries,"  Maury,  and  Veres. 


Marshall  {W.  G.)  Through  America.     New  Ed.,  cr.  8vo,  7^.  6d. 

Mjrston  {W.)  Eminent  Recent  Actors,  Reminiscences  Critical, 

&c.     2  vols.     Crown  8vo,  21s. 
Marti7t  {y .  W.)  Float  Fishi?ig  and  Spin nifig  iti  the  JVottinghafti 

Style.     New  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  2s.  6d. 
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Matthews  {J.    W.,  Jlf.D.)  Inrwadi  Ya?/ii :    Twenty  years  in 

South  Afric\     With  many  Engravings,  royal  8vo,  145. 
Maury  [Conwiander)  Physical  Geography  of  the  Sea,  and  its 

Meteorology.     New  Edition,  with  Charts  and  Diagrams,  cr,  8vo,  ds. 
Life.     By  his  Daughter.     Edited  by  Air.  Clements  R. 

Markham.     With  portrait  of  Mauiy.     Svo,  \2s.  6  /. 
Me7i  of  Mark:  Portraits  of  the  most  E}ni?ie?it  Men  of  the  Day. 

Complete  in  7  ^'ol5.,  4to,  handsomely  bound,  gilt  edges,  i^s.  each. 
Mendelssohn  Family  {The),    1729  — 1847.     From   Letters  and 

Journals.     Translated.     New  Edition,  2  vols.,  Svo,  30J-. 
Me?idelssohn.     See  also  "  Great  Musicians." 
MerrifieWs  Nautical  Astronomy.     Crown  Svo,  "js.  6d. 
Merrylees  {/.)  Carlsbad  and  its  Environs,     ys.  6d. ;  roan,  gs. 
Milford  (P.)  Ned  Stafford's  Experiences  in  the  United  States.   5^. 
Mills  {/.)  Alternative  Elementary  Chemist?y.     Illust.,  cr.  Svo. 

Alernative  Course  in  Physics, 

Mitchell  (D.    G. ;   Lk.  Marvel)    Works.      Uniform    Edition, 

small  Svo,  5^.  each. 


Bound  together. 
Doctor  Johns. 
Dream  Life. 
Out-of-Town  Places. 


Reveries  of  a  Bachelor. 

Seven  Stories,  Basement  and  Attic. 

Wet  Days  at  Edgewood. 


Mitford  {Mary  Russell)  Our  Village.   W'ith  12  full-page  and  157 

smaller  Cuts.     Cr.  4to,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  2IJ. ;  cheaper  binding,  los.dd. 
Moffatt  {W.)  Land  and   Work;  Depj'ession,  Agricultural  and 

Commercial.     Crown  Svo,  5J-. 
Mohammed  Benani:    A  Story  of  To-day.     Svo,  10s.  6d. 
Mollett  {/.  W.)  Illustrated  Dictionary  of  JVords  used  in  Art  and 

Archreology.     Illustrated,  small  4to,  I5j-. 
Moloney  {Governor)  Forestry  of  West  Africa.     \os.  6d. 
Money  (E.)  The  Truth  about  America.     New  Edition.     2s.  6d. 
Morlajids,  The.    A  Tale  of  Anglo-Indian  Life.     By  iVuthor  of 

"  Sleei  y  Sketches."     Crown  Svo,  6s. 
Morley  {Henry)  English  Literature  in  the  Reign  of  Victoria. 

2000th  volume  of  the  Tauchnitz  Collection  of  Authors.     iSmo,  2s.  6.7. 
Mormojiism.     See  "  Stenhouse." 
Morse  {E.  S.)  Japanese  Homes  and  their  Surroundings.     With 

more  than  300  Illustrations.     Re-issue,  \os.  6d. 
Morten  {Honnor)  Sketches  of  Hospital  Life.    Cr.  Svo,  sewed,  ij^. 
Monvood.     Our  Gipsies  i7i  City,  Tent,  and  Van.     Svo,  i'6s. 
Moxon  {  Walter)  Pilocereus  Senilis.     Fcap.  Svo,  gilt  top,  35".  6d. 
Muller  (E.)  Noble  Words  and  Noble  Deeds.     Illustrated,  gilt 

edges,  35.  dd. ;  plainer  binding,  2s.  6d. 


2  2  Sampson  Lok>,  Marston,  «S~^  Co.''s 

Murray  {E.  C.  Grenville)  Memoirs.     By  his  widow.      2  \-ols. 
Mus grave  {Mrs.)  Miriam.     Crown  8vo. 
Altisic.     See  "Great  jMusicians." 

AJAPO LEON  and  Marie  Louise:  Memoirs.     By  Madame 

■^  '        DURAND.      'JS.  dd. 

Neihercote  (C.  B)  Pytchley  LLunt.     New  Ed.,  cr.  8vo,  Zs.  6i. 

New  Zealand.     See  Bradshaw. 

New  Zealand  Eule?'s  aiid  Statesme?i.     See  Gisborne. 

Nlclwlls  {J.  LL.  Ker?'y)  The  King  Country :  Explorations  in 
New  Zealand.     Many  Illustrations  and  Map.     New  Edition,  8vo,  lis. 

Nishet  {LLu?ne)  Life  and  Nature  Studies.  \\''ith  Etching  by 
C.  O.  Murray.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Nordlwff  {C.)  Calif orjiia,  for  LJealth,  Pleasure,  and  Residence. 
New  Edition,  Svo,  with  INIaps  and  Illustrations,  125-.  6d. 

Norman  {C.  B.)  Co7'sairs  of  France.     With  Portraits.     Svo,  \Zs. 

Northbrook  Gallery.  Edited  by  Lord  Ronald  Gower.  36  Per- 
manent Photographs.     Imperial  4to,  (>2,^-\  large  paper,  105^. 

Nott  {Major)  Wild  Animals  Photogi-aphed  and  Described.    355. 

Nursery  Playmates  {Prince  of ).  217  Coloured  Pictures  for 
Children  by  eminent  Artists.      Folio,  in  coloured  boards,  6s. 

Nursing  Record.  Yearly,  Zs.;  half-yearly,  4^.  6^.;  quarterly, 
2x.  6d ;  week'y,  2d. 

njBRLEN  {R.  B.)   Fifty    Years  of  Concessions  to  Lreland, 

^     With  a  Portrait  of  T.  Drummond.     Vol.  I.,  i6s.,  II.,  i6s. 

Orient  Line  Guide  Book.     By  W.  J.  Loftie.     ^s. 

Orvis  (C.   /.''  Fishin^  with  the  Fly.    Illustrated.    Svo,  J2S.  6d. 

Osborne  {Duffield)  Spell  of  Ashtaroth.     Crown  Svo,  5^-. 

Our  Little  Ones  in  Heaven.     Edited  by  the  Rev.  H.  Robbins. 

With  Frontispiece  after  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds.     New  Edition,  ^s. 
Oiveti  {Douglas)  Marine  Insurance  Notes  and  Clauses.     New 

Edition,  14J. 

pALLISER  {Mrs.)  A  History  of  Lace.     New  Edition,  with 

•*■         additional  cuts  and  text.     Svo,  21  s. 

The  China  Collector's  Pocket  Companion.  With  up- 
wards of  1000  Illustrations  of  Marks  and  Monograms.     Small  Svo,  $s. 

Parkin  {/.)  Antidotal  Treat?nent  of  Epidemic  Cholera.     3^-.  6d. 

Epidemiology  in  the  Animal  and   Vegetable  Kingdom. 

Part  I.,  crown  Svo,  3^.  6d.',  Part  II.,  3.r.  6d. 

Volcanic   Origin    of  Epidemics.       Popular    Edition, 


crown  Svo.  2J. 
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Payne  (T.  O.)  Solo?non's  Temple  and  Capitol,  Ark  of  the  Flood 

and  Tabernacle  (four  sections  at  2^.),  extra  binding,  lo^s. 
Pennell  {H.    Cholmondeley)  Sporti?ig  Fish  of  Great  Britain 

15J.  ;  large  paper,  30$-. 

Modern  Improvements  in  Fishing-tackle.   Crown  8vo,  2s, 

Perelaer  (J/.  T.  H.)  Ran  Away  from  the  Dutch  ;  Borneo,  c^c. 

Illustrated,  square  8vo,  7j.  6d. 
Phar?nacopoeia  of  the  United  States  of  America.     8vo,  21^. 
Philpot  {H.  J.)  Diabetes  Mellitus.     Crown  8vo,  5^. 
Diet    System.      Tables.       I.    Diabetes;     II.    Goutj 

III.  Dyspepsia ;  IV.  Corpulence.     In  case?,  \s.  each. 
Plunkett  {Major  G,  T,)  Pn?ner  of  Orthographic  Projection. 

Elementary  Solid  Geometry.     With  Problems  and  Exercises.     2s.  6d. 
Poe  {E.  A.)  The  Raven.    Illustr.  by  Dore.    Imperial  folio,  63^. 
Poefns  of  the  Inner  Life.      Chiefly  Modern.     Small  Svo,  55-. 
Polar  Expeditions.     See  McCormick. 
Porcher  {A.)  Juvenile  French  Plays.      With    Notes    and   a 

Vocabulary.     i8mo,  is. 
Porter  {Ad??iiral  David  D.)  Naval  History  of  Civil   War. 

Portraits,  Plans,  &c.     4to,  25^. 
Porter  {Noah)  Elements  of  Moral  Science.      10s.  6d. 
Portraits  of  Celebrated  Race-horses   of  the   Past  and  Present 

Centuries,  with  Pedigrees  and  Performances.    4vols.,4to,  126s. 
PozL'les  (Z.  D.)  Land  of  the  Pink  Pearl:  Life  in  the  Bahamas. 

8vo,  io.r.  6d. 
Poynter  {Edward  J.,  R.A.).     See  "  Illustrated  Text-books." 
Pritt  {T.  E.)  North    Country    Flies.      Illustrated   from    the 

Author's  Drawings.     lOi'.  6d. 
Publishers'  Circular  {The),  a?id  General  Record  of  British  and 

Foreign  Literature.     Published  on  the  1st  and  15th  of  every  Month,  yi. 
Pyle  {Howara)  Otto  of  the  Silver  Hand.     Illustrated  by  the 

Author.     Svo,  8j.  6d. 


JDAMBA  UD.     History  of  Russia.    New  Edition,  Illustrated. 
^^      3  vols.,  8vo,  2\s. 
Reber.      History  of  Mediceval  Art.      Translated  by  Clarke. 

422  Illustrations  and  Glossary.     Svo, 
Redford  ( G. )  Ancieftt  Sculpture.     New  Ed.     Crown  Svo,  i o^.  6d. 
Reed  {Sir  E.  /.,  M.P.)  and  Si??ipson.     Modern  Ships  of  War, 

lUust.,  royal  Svo,  los.  6d. 
Richards    ( W.)    Alu?ninium :    its    History,     Occurretice,    (5^••<^. 

Illustrated,  crown  Svo,  \2s.  6d. 


2  4  Sampson  Low,  Marsfon,  6^'  Co.'s 

RiJiter  {Dr.  Jean  Paul)  Italian  Art  in  the  National  Gallery. 

4to.    Illustrated.    Cloth  gilt,  £,z  2s.;  half-morocco,  uncut,  £2  12s.  6d. 

See  also  Leonardo  da  Vinci. 

Riddell  {Mrs.  J.  H.)    See  Low's  Standard  Novels. 
Robertson  {Anne  /.)  Myself  and  my  Relatives.     New  Edition, 

crown  8vo,  ^s. 
Robin  Hood;  Merry  Adventures  of.     Written  and  illustrated 

by  Howard  Pyle.     Imperial  Svo,  15^-. 
Robinson  {Phil.)  In  my  Indian  Garden.     New  Edition,  i6mo, 

limp  cloth,  2s. 

N'oaKsArk.    Unnatural  History.   Sm.  post  Svo,  12^.  6^. 

Sinne?'S  and  Saints  :  a  Tour  across  the  United  States  of 

America,  and  Round  them.     Crown  Svo,  \os.  6d. 

Under  the  Pmikah.     New  Ed.,  cr.  8vo,  limp  cloth,  2s. 


Rocksiro  {W.  S.)  History  of  Music.     New  Edition.    Svo,  145-. 

Roland^  The  Story  of.     Crown  Svo,  illustrated,  ds. 

Rolfe  {Eustace  Neville)  Pompeii,   Popular  and  Practical,     Cr. 

8vo,  7^.  6^. 
Rome  and  the  Environs.     With  plan?,  3^-. 
Rose  {y)  Complete  Practical  Machinist.  New  Ed.,  1 2mo,  1 2s.  6d. 

Key  to  Engi?ies  and  Engine-running.   Crown  Svo,  8^.  dd. 

Mechafiical  Di-awing.     Illustrated,  small  4to,  165-. 

Modern  Steam  Engines.     Illustrated.     31^.  dd. 

Steam  Boilers.     Boiler  Construction  and  Examination, 

Illust.,  Svo,  \2s.  6d. 
Rose  Library.     Each  volume,  i^.     Many  are  illustrated — 

Little  Women.     By  Louisa  M.  Alcott. 

Little  Women  Wedded.    Forming  a  Sequel  to  "  Little  Women. 

Little  Women  and  Little  Women  Wedded.    I  vol. ,  cloth  gi]t,3i-.  6d. 

Little  Men.    By  L.  M.  Alcott.    Double  vol.,  2s.;  cloth  gilt,  3x.  6d. 

An  Old-Fashioned  Girl.     By  LouiSA   M.   Alcott.     2s.',  cloth, 
3^.  6d. 

Work.   A  Story  of  Experience.    By  L.  M.  Alcott.    3-r.  6d. ;  2  vols., 
is.  each. 

Stowe  (Mrs.  H.  B.)  The  Pearl  of  Orr's  Island. 

The  Minister's  Wooing-. 

We  and  our  Neig-htoours.     2s.;  cloth  gilt,  6s, 

My  Wife  and  I.     2s. 

Hans  Brinker  ;  or,  the  Silver  Skates.     By  Mrs.  Dodge.    Also  5^-. 

My  Study  Windows.     By  J.  R.  Lowell. 

The  Guardian  Angel.     By'OLiVER  Wendell  Holmes. 

My  Summer  in  a  Garden.     By  C.  D.  Warner. 

Dred.     By  Mrs.  Beecher  Stowe.     2s.;  cloth  gilt,  3^.6^. 

City  Ballads.     New  Ed.     i6mo.     By  Will  Carlrton. 
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Farm  Ballads.     By  Will  Carletox. 

Farm  Festivals.     By  Will  Carleton.  \  I  vol.,  cl.,  gilt  ed.,  y.  6d. 

Farm  Legends.     By  Will  Carletox. 

The  Rose  in  Bloom.     By  L.  M.  Alcott.     2s.  ;  cloth  gilt,  3^.  6J. 

Eig'ht  Cousins.     By  L.  M.  Alcott.     21. ;  cloth  gilt,  3^-.  6d. 

TJnder  the  Lilacs.     By  L.  M.  Alcott.     2s.  ;  also  3j-.  6d. 

Undiscovered  Country.     By  W.  D.  Howells. 

Clients  of  Dr.  Bernagius.     By  L.  Biart.     2  parts. 

Silver  Pitchers.     By  Louisa  M.  Alcott.     Cloth,  3^-.  6d. 

Jimmy's    Cruise    in    the    "Pinafore,"   and    other   Tales.      By 

Louisa  >L  Alcott.    2j.;  cloth  gilt,  3J.  ()d. 
Jack  and  Jill.     By  Louisa  ^L  Alcott.     2s.  ;  Illustrated,  5^. 
Hitherto.    By  the  Author  of  the  "  Gayworthys."    2  vols.,  li-.each; 

I  vol.,  cloth  gilt,  3J-.  6d. 
A  Gentleman  of  Leisure.    A  Novel.    By  Edgar  Fawcett.     is. 

Ross  {Mars)  and  Stonehewer  Cooper.    Highlands  of  Cantabria  ; 

or,  Three  Days  from  England.     Illustrations  and  Map,  8vo,  2IJ. 
Rothschilds,    the   Financial    Rulers    of  Nations.      By   John 

Reeves.     Crown  8vo,  'js.  6d. 
Rousselet  {Louis)  Son  of  the  Constable  of  France.     Small  post 

Svo,  numerous  Illustrations,  gilt  edges,  3^.  6^.;  plainer,  2s.  6d. 
Kitig  of  the  Tigers  :  a  Story  of  Centi'al  hidia.     Illus- 
trated.    Small  post  Svo,  gilt,  3!-.  6./. ;  plainer,  2s.  6d. 
' Drummer  Boy.      Illustrated.       Small    post    Svo,  gilt 

edges,  35.  6d. ;  plainer,  2s.  6;/. 
Russell  {Dora)  Stj-ange  Message.     3  vols.,  crown  Svo,  313-.  dd. 
Russell  {W.    Clark)  Jack's  Courtship.     New  Ed.,  small  post 

Svo,  ds. 
English   Chan7iel   Ports  and  the  Estate  of  the   East 

and  West  India  Dock  Company.     Crown  Svo,  \s. 

Frozen  Pirate.     New  Ed.,  Illust,  small  post  Svo,  ( s. 

Sailor's  Language.     Illustrated.     Crown  Svo,  3^.  dd. 

Sea  Queen.     New  Ed.,  small  post  Svo,  6j-. 

Strange  Voyage.     New  Ed.,  small  post  Svo,  6s. 

•  Tlie  Lady  Maud.     New  Ed.,  small  post  Svo,  6s. 

• Wreck  of  the  Grosvenor.     Small  post  Svo,  6s.      4to, 

sewed,  6^. 

(^ALNTS  and  their  Symbols :  A  Companion  in  the  Chiirches 
•^      and  Picture  Galleries  of  Europe.    Illustrated.     Royal  l6mo,  is.  6d. 
Samuels  {Capt. /.  S.)  From  Forecastle  to  Cabin  :  Autobiography. 

Illustrated.     Crown  Svo,  8j.  6d. ;  also  with  fewer  Illustrations,  cloth. 

2J-. ;  paper,  is. 
Sandlands  {J.  P.)  LLow  to  Develop  Vocal  Po^cer.      is. 


SatHpson  Lo'd>,  Marston^  ^  Go's 


Saunders  {A.)  Our  Domestic  Birds :  Poultry  in  E?tglafid  and 

New  Zealand.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 
Our  Horses :  the  Best  Muscles  controlled  by  the  Best 

Brains.     6s. 
Scherr  {Prof.  J^.)  History  of  English  Literature.   Cr.  8vo,  85-.  dd. 
Schley.   Rescue  of  Greely.    Maps  and  Illustrations,  8vo,  1 2s.  6d. 

Schuyler  {Eughie)  American  Diplomacy  and  the  Furtherance  of 

Commerce.     \2s.  6d. 

The  Life  of  Peter  the  Great.     2  vols.,  8vo,  32^. 

Schweinfurth  {Georg)  Heart  of  Africa.     2  vols.,  crown  8vo,  15^. 
Scott  {Leader)  Renaissance  of  Art  in  Ltaly.     4to,  31^-.  dd. 

. Sculpture,  Renaissance  arid  Modern.     55. 

Seinmes  {Adm.  Raphael)  Service  Afloat:    The  ^^ Sumter ^^  and 

the  "Alabama."     Illustrated.     Royal  8 vo,  16^. 
Senior  {W.)   Near  and  Far :  aii  Angler's  Sketches  of  Home 

Sport  and  Colonial  Life.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Watcj'side  Sketches.     Imp.  321x10,  ts.  6d.;  boards,  ij-. 

Shakespeare.     Edited  by  R.    Grant  White.     3  vols.,  crown 

Svo,  gilt  top,  2)^s. ;  editio7i  de  luxe,  6  vols.,  Svo,  cloth  extra,  63^-. 

■ See  also  Cundall,  Dethroning,  Donnelly,  Mackay, 

and  White  (R.  Grant). 
Shakespeare' s  Heroines :   Studies  by  Living  English  Painters. 

105^. ;  artists'  proofs,  630J. 
Songs  and  Sonnets.     Illust.  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.  A. 

4to,  boards,  5^. 
Sharpe  {R,  Boivdler)  Birds  in  Nature.     39  coloured  plates 

and  text.     4to,  6y 
Sidney  {Sir  Philip)  Airadia.     New  Edition,  6^-. 
Siegfried,  The  Story  of     Illustrated,  crown  Svo,  cloth,  ds. 
Si?non.     China  :  its  Social  Life.     Crown  8vo,  ds. 
Simson  {A.)  Wilds  of  Ecuador  and  Exploration  of  thePutumayor 

River.     Crown  Svo,  Si".  6d. 
Sinclair  {Mrs.)  Lndigenous  Flotvers  of  the  Hawaiian  Lslands. 

44  Plates  in  Colour.     Imp.  folio,  extra  binding,  gilt  edges,  31J.  6d. 
Sloane{T.  O.)  Home  Experiments  in  Scieficefor  Old  a?id  Young. 

Crown  Svo,  6s. 
Smith  {G.)  Assyrian  Explorations.    Illust.    New  Ed.,  Svo,  iSs. 
The  Chaldean  Account  of  Genesis.     \Vith  many  Illustra- 
tions.    i6j-.     New  Ed.     By  Professor  Sayce,     Svo,  iSj. 
Smith  {G.  Barnetf)    William  /.   and  the   German   Empire, 

New  Ed.,  Svo,  3^.  6d, 
Sfuith  { J.  Moyr)  Wooing  of  ^t lira.     Illustrated.     32mO;  i^. 
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Smith  {Sydney)  Life  and  Times.  By  Stuart  J.  Reid.  Illus- 
trated.    8vo,  21S. 

Smith  (  W.  P.)  Laivs  concerning  Public  Health.      8vo,  31^.  6d: 

Spiers^  Fre?ich  Dictionary.  29th  Edition,  remodelled.  2  vols,, 
8vo,  i8j-.;  half  bound,  21s. 

Spry  ( IV././.,  P.N.,  PP.G.S.)  Cruise  of  H. M.S.''  ChallengerP 
With  Illustrations.     Svo,  \%s.     Cheap  Edit.,  crown  Svo,  yj.  dd. 

Spyri  ijoh^  Heidi's  Early  Experiejices  :  a  Story  for  Children 
and  those  who  love  Children.     Illustrated,  small  post  Svo,  4J-.  dd. 

HeidVs  Further  Experiences.  Illust.,  sm.  post  Svo,  45.  dd. 

Stanley  {H.  M.)  Cofigo,  and  Foundi?ig  its  Free  State.  Illustrated, 
2  vols.,  Svo,  42J-.  ;  re-issue,  2  vols.  Svo,  2\s. 

How  I  Found  Livingsta  ?ie.  Svo,  loi".  dd.  ;  cr.  Svo,  "]$,  6d. 

Through  the  Dark  Conti?ie7it.     Crown  Svo,  1 2s.  6d. 

Start  {J.  W.  K.)  Junior  Mensuration  Exercises.     Sd. 

Stenhouse  {Mrs.)  Tyranny  of  Mormonism.     An  Englishwoman 

in  Utah.     New  cd.,  cr.  Svo,  cloth  elegant,  '^s.  6d. 
Sterry  {/.  Ash  by)  Cucumber  Chronicles,     ^s. 
Stevens  {E.  IV.)  Fly-Fishi?ig  in  Maine  Lakes.     Zs.  6d. 
Stevens  {T.)  Aroicnd  the  World  on  a  Bicycle.    Vol  .II.    Svo.    i  ds. 
Stockton  {F?'ank  P.)  Rudder  Grange.     35-.  dd. 
Bee-Man  of  Orn,  and  other  Fanciful  Tales.     Cr.  Svo, 

The  Casting  Away  of  Mrs.  Leeks  and  Mrs.  Aleshine.   is. 

The  Dusantes.     Sequel  to   the  above.     Sewed,    \s. ; 

this  and  the  preceding  book  in  one  volume,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

The  Hundredth  Man.     Small  post  Svo,  6s. 

The  Late  Mrs.  Null.     Small  post  Svo,  6s. 


The  Story  of  Viteau.     Illust.     Cr.  Svo,  5^. 

See  also  Low's  Standard  Novels. 

Stoker  {Brain)  Under  the  Sunset.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Storer   {Professor    F.    H.)    Agriculture    in    its    Relations    to 

Chemistry.     2  vols.,  Svo,  25 j. 
St07ve{Mrs.  Beecher)Dred.  Cloth,  gilt  edges,  35.  6d.\  cloth,  2s. 
Flowers  and  Fruit  from  her  Writings.     Sm.  post  Svo, 

y.  6d. 

■ Little  Foxes.     Cheap  Ed.,  i^. ;  Library  Edition,  4^.  6d. 

AJy  Wife  and  /.     Cloth^  2s. 


28  Sampson  Lozu,  Mars  ton,  &=  Co.^s 

Sto2ve  {Mrs.  Beecher)  Old  Town  Folk.     ds. 

We  and  our  Neighbours.     2S. 

Poganuc  People,     6^. 

See  also  Rose  Library. 

Strachan  (/.)  Explorations  and  Adventures  in  New  Guinea, 

Illust.,  ci-own  8vo,  12S. 
Stuitfield{Hugh  E.  M.)  El  Maghreb  :  1200  Miles'  Ride  through 

Marocco.     '6s.  6d. 
Sullivan  {A.  M.)  Nut shellHistory  of  Ireland.  Paper  boards,  (id. 


7AINE  {H.  A.)  "  Origines."     Translated  by  John  Durand. 
I.      The  Ancient  Regrime.     Demy  8vo,  cloth,  16^. 
II.     The  French  Revolution.     Vol.  i.        do. 

III.  Do.  do.  Vol.  2.        do. 

IV.  Do.  do.  Vol.  3.         do. 

Tauchnitz's  English  Editions  of  German  Authors.  Each 
volume,  cloth  flexible,  2.s.  ;  or  sewed,  is.  6d.    (Catalogues  post  free.) 

Tatcchnitz  {B .)  German  Dictionary.  2s.  ]  paper,  is.  6d.;  roan, 
2s.  6d. 

•  E^rench  Dictionary.      2s.;  paper,  ij-.  6d.;  roan,  2s.  6d. 
Italian  Dictionaij.     2s.  ;  paper,  is.  6d. ;  roan,  2s.  6d, 

Latin  Dictionary.     2s. ;  paper,  i^.  6d. ;  roan,  2s.  6d. 

•  —  Spanish  and  English.     2s. ;  paper,  is.  6d. ;  roan,  2s.  6d. 
Spanish  and  French.     2s.  \  paper,  is.  6d.  ;  roan,  2s.  6d. 


Taylor  {F.  Z.)  Chemical  Analysis  Tables,     is. 

— —  Chemistry  for  Beginners.     Small  8vo,  is.  6d. 

Techno- Che?nical  Feceipt  Book.      With  additions  by  Brannt 

and  Wahl.    los.  dd. 
Technological  Dictionary.     See  Tolhausen. 
Thausing  {Prof.)  Malt  and  the  Fabrication  of  Beer.     8vo,  455-. 
Theakston  {M.)  British  Angling  Flies.    Illustrated.    Cr.  8vo,  5^. 

Thomsofi  (Jos.)  Central  African  Lakes.     New  edition,  2  vols. 

in  one,  crown  8vo,  ']s.  6d. 
Th?vugh  Masai  Land.    Illust.  2i.f. ;  new  edition,  yj.  dd- 

and  Miss  Harris- Smith.       Ulu :  a?t  African  Fomance. 

crown  8vo,  bs. 
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Thomson  (  W^  Algebra  for  Colleges  and  Schools.    With  Answers, 

5J-.  ;  without,  4J-.  dd.  \  Answers  separate,  \s.  6d. 
Tolhausen.    Tech?iological  German,  English,  and  French    Dic^ 

tionary.     Vols.  I.,   II.,  with  Supplement,    \2s.  6d.  each;  III.,  9^. j 

Supplement,  cr.  8vo,  3X.  6d. 
Tromholt  (S.)   Under  the  Rays  of  the  Aurora  Borealis.     By 

C.  SlEWERS.     Photographs  and  Portraits.     2  vols.,  8vo,  30J. 
Tucker  (  W.J.)  Life  and  Society  in  Easterji  Europe.     i$s. 
Tupper  (^Martin  Farquhar)  My  Life  as  an  Author,      i/^s. 
Turner  {Edward)  Studies  in  Russian  Literature.    Cr.  8vo,  Zs.  6d. 


T  TPTON  (^H.)  Manual  of  Practical  Dairy  Farming.     Cr. 
^      8vo,  2S. 


IZAN  DAM.     Land  of  Rubens ;  a  compatiion  for  visitors  to 

^       Belgium.     See  Huet. 

Vane  {Denzil)  From  the  Dead.     A  Romance.     2  vols.,  cr.  8vo, 

12s. 
Vane   {Sir  Harry    Young).     By    Prof.  James    K.    HoSxMer. 

8vo,  1 8 J. 
Veres.     Biography  of  Sir  Francis  Vere  and  Lord  Vere,  leading 

Generals  in  the  Netherlands.  By  Clements  R.  Markham.  Svo,  i8x. 
Victoria  {Queen)  Life  of .  By  Grace  Greenwood.  Illust.  6^. 
Vincent  {Mrs.  Howard)  Forty  Thousand  Miles  over  Land  and 

Water.     With  Illustrations.     New  Edit.,  3^.  dd. 
Viollet-le-Duc  {E.)  Lectures  on  Architecture.      Translated  by 

Benjamin  Bucknall,  Architect.     2  vols.,  super-royal  8vo,  £-}>  Z^- 


1 J /A  KEEL  ELD.     Aix-les- Bains  :  Bathing  and  Attractions. 

'^  '^        2S.  6d. 

Walford  {Mrs.  L.  B.)  Her  Great  Ldea,  and  other  Stories.    Cr. 

8vo,  loj.  6d. 
Wallace  (Z.)  Ben  Hur :  A  Tale  of  the  Christ.     New  Edition, 

crown  8vo,  ds. ;  cheaper  edition,  2s. 
Waller   {Rev.    C.    H)    The   Names   on   the    Gates  of  Pearl, 

and  other  Studies.     New  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d. 
IVords  in   the  Greek   Testament.     Part   I.    Grammar. 

Small  post  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d.     Part  II.  Vocabulary,  2s.  6d. 


BOOKS   BY   JULES   VERNE, 


Laboe  Ceoww  8vo. 


WORKS. 


20,000   Leagues    under   the   Sea. 

Parts  I.  and  II 

Hector  Servadac 

The  Fur  Country 

The  Earth  to  the  Moon  and  a  Trip 

round  it 

Michael  Strogoff 

Dick  Sands,  the  Boy  Captain  .  . 
Five  Weeks  in  a  Balloon  .  .  . 
Adventures  of  Three  Englishmen 

and  Three  Russians      .... 
Round  the  World  in  Eighty  Days 

A  Floating  City 

The  Blockade  Runners  .  .  . 
Dr.  Ox's  Experiment  .... 
A  Winter  amid  the  Ice  .  .  . 
Survivors  of  the  "  Chancellor  " 

Martin  Paz 

The  Mysterious  Island,  3  vols.  :- 
I.  Dropped  from  the  Clouds 

II.  Ahandoned 

III.  Secret  of  the  Island  .     . 
The  Child  of  the  Cavern  .     .    . 
The  Begum's  Fortune      .     .     . 
The  Tribulations  of  a  Chinaman 
The  Steam  House,  2  vols.  :— 
I.  Demon  of  Cawnpore    .     . 

II.  Tigers  and  Traitors    .     . 
The  Giant  Raft,  2  vols.  :  — 

I.  800  Leagues  on  the  Amazon 

II.  The  Cryptogram     .    .     .     . 

The  Green  Ray 

Godfrey  Morgan 

Keraban  the  Inflexible: — 

I.  Captain  of  the  '•  Guidara"  . 

II.  Scarpante  the  Spy .  .  .  . 
The  Arcbipelago  on  Fire.  .  .  . 
The  Vanished  Diamond    .     .     .     . 

Mathias  Sandorf 

The  Lottery  Ticket 

Clipper  of  the  Clouds 

North  against  South 

Adrift  in  the  Pacific 

Flight  to  France 


( Containiner  350  to  600  pp. 
]       and  from  50  to  100 
(  full-page  illustrations. 
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cloth  bind- 
ing, gilt 
edges. 
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Containing  the  whole  of 
text  with  some  illuatrati 


In  cloth 

binding,  gilt 

edges, 
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Celbbrated  Tr.vvbts  akd  Travellehs.     3  vols.,  8vo,  600pp.,  100  full-page  illustrations,  12» 
gilt  edges,  14».  each:— (1)  The  Exploratiox  of  the  Wobld.     (2)  The  Great  INaviqatoss  oi 

ElGHTtEWTH  CBXTtiBT.      (3)  ThB  GbEAT  Exf  LOBBES  OF  THE  NlKBTEEITTH  CKNTUBY. 


Sampson  Low,  Marston,  ^  Go's  List  of  Publications.      31 

Waller{Rev.  CH.)  Adoption  and  the  Covenant.  On  Confirma- 
tion.    2S.  (id. 

Silver  Sockets ;    and   other   Shadows   oj    Redemption. 

Sermons  at  Christ  Church,  Hampstead.     Small  post  8vo,  6j-. 

Walsh  {A.  S.)    Mary,  Queen  of  the  House  of  David.    8vo,  3^.  6d. 

Walton  (Lz.)  Wallet  Book,  CloIoLXXXV.  Crown  8vo,  half 
vellum,  2is.  ',  large  paper,  ^2s. 

Compleat  Angler.    Lea  and  Dove  Edition.    Ed.  by  R.  B. 

Marston.  With  full-page  Photogravures  on  India  paper,  and  the 
Woodcuts  on  India  paper  from  blocks.  4to,  half-morocco,  105^.; 
large  paper,  royal  4to,  full  dark  green  morocco,  gilt  top,  2I0J-. 

Walton  {T.  H.)  Coal  Alifiing.     W^ith  Illustrations.     4to,  253-. 

Wardrop  {0.)Ki?tgdo!n  of  Georgia,   Illust.  and  map.    8vo.    14^. 

Warner  (C.  D.)  My  Summer  i?t  a  Garden.  Boards,  u. ; 
leatherette,  \s.  6d.  ;  cloth,  2s. 

Their  Pilgrimage.     Illustrated   by  C.    S.  Reinhart. 

8vo,  7^.  dd. 

Warre?i  {W.  P.)  Paradise  Found;  the  North  Pole  the  Cradle 
of  the  Human  Race.     Illustrated.     Crown  8vo,  \2s.  6d. 

Washington  Lrving's  Little  Britain.     Square  crown  Svo,  ds. 

Wells  (H.  P.)  American  Salmon  Fisherman,     ds. 

Fly  Rods  a?id  Fly  Tackle.    Illustrated.     10^.  Gd, 

Wells  {/.  W.)  Three  Thousand  Miles  through  Brazil.  Illus- 
trated from  Original  Sketches.     2  vols.  Svo,  32^-. 

Wenzel  (O.)  Directory  of  Chemical  Products  of  the  German 
Empire.     Svo,  25^. 

White  \R.  Grant)  England  Without  and  Within.  Crown  Svo, 
\Q>s.  6d. 

Every-day  English.     \os.  6d. 

Fate  of  Mafisfeld  Humphreys,  &^c.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 

• Studies  in  Shakespeare.     10s.  6d. 

Words  and  their  Uses.     New  Edit.,  crown  Svo,  5^. 

Whitney  (Mrs.)  The  Other  Girls.     A  Sequel  to  "  We  Girls." 

New  ed.     i2mo,  2s. 

We  Girls.     New  Edition.     2s. 

Whittier  {/.  G.)  The  Kin^s  Missive,  and  later  Poems.     iSmo, 

choice  parchment  cover,  3j-.  (id. 

St.  Gregory's  Guest,  &'c.     Recent  Poems.    5^". 

Wilcox  {Marrion)  Real  People.     Sm.  post  Svo,  3^-.  6d. 

Senora  Villena  ;  and  Gray,  an  Oldhaven  Romance.     2 


oh.  in  on.',  6s. 


32     Sampsoji  Low,  Marsfon,  &r>  CoJs  List  of  Publications, 

Williani  I.  and  the  German  Empire.     By  G.  Barnett  Smith. 

New  Edition,  3J.  dd. 
Willis-Bund  {J.)  Salmo7i  Proble?ns.     35'.  6d.;  boards,  2s.  6d. 
Wills  {Dr.  C.  J. )  Persia  as  it  is.     Crown  8vo,  Si".  6d. 

Wills,  A  Few  Hints  on  Proimig,  without  Professional  Assistance. 
By  a  Probate  Court  Official.  8th  Edition,  revised,  with  Forms 
of  Wills,  Residuary  Accounts,  &c.     Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  limp,  \s. 

Wihnot  (A.)  Poetry  of  South  Africa.     Collected  and  arranged. 

8vo,  6s. 
Wilsoft  {Dr.  Andrew)  Health  for  the  People.     Cr.  8vo^  75.  dd, 

Winsor  {Justin)  Narrative  and  Critical  History  of  America. 

8  vols.,  30J-.  each  ;  large  paper,  per  vol.,  63^. 
Woolsey.     Introductio7i  to  Ijiteimatiofial  Law.     5th  Ed.,  18^. 
Woolson  {Constance  F.)     See  "  Low's  Standard  Novels." 
Wright  {H.)  Frie7idship  of  God.    Portrait,  &c.     Crown  8vo,  ds. 
Wright  {T.)  Town  of  Cowper,  Olney,  &>€,     6s. 

Written  to  Order ;  the  Journeyings  of  an  Lrresponsible  Egotist. 
By  the  Author  of  '*  A  Day  of  my  Life  at  Eton."     Crown  8vo,  6s. 


y^RIARTE  {Charles)  Florence:  its  History.     Translated  by 
*■     C.  B.   Pitman.     Illustrated  with  500  Engi-avings.     Large  imperial 

4to,  extra  binding,  gilt  edges,  63^.;  or  12  Parts,  5^-.  each. 

History  ;  the  Medici ;  the  Humanists ;  letters ;  arts  ;  the  Renaissance ; 

illustrious  Florentines;  Etruscan  art;  monuments;  sculpture;  painting. 


HonUou: 

SAMPSON  LOW,  MARSTON,  SEARLE,  &  RIVINGTON,  Ld., 

3t.  gunstitn's  ^OHse,  ^^^ 

FETTER  LANE,  FLEET  STREET,  E.G. 

Gilbert  and  Rivington,  Ld.,  St.  John's  House,  ClerkenweU  Road   E.G. 


V> 


